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  Chapter 1


  The Idle System


  Regardless of the platform you play on, running idle games can be quite fun. Whether it’s on a desktop or mobile device, for the patient and wealthy, there are many rewards to reap.


  John was a thirty-eight-year-old man, just your typical and ordinary guy. He worked as a forklift driver, he read books—and in his leisure time, he played computer games. With no family and only a few friends, he bided his time running idle games at his computer.


  A couple clicks here, a few more there; his typical routine involved running the game before work and then progressing in the story when he returned home. It was the perfect distraction to keep him from thinking too much.


  On this particular morning, John left his house for work as per his daily routine. However, as he started to walk, he began to feel a slight tingle in his arm. Thinking nothing of it, he shook his arm around a bit and continued on to his car. He inserted his keys into the door, when…


  BANG!


  A tightness clamped around his chest. John stumbled, struck by a sudden dizziness. His breath drew short and sweat beaded up on his brow. Overwhelmed, he tumbled backwards onto the concrete, hitting his head.


  In that moment, all he could think about was how his past deeds would merit him a one-way ticket to Hell—despite him being an atheist. And as his panicked thoughts clouded up, one question stood out among the rest.


  Is this the end?


  John blacked out.


  ∞


  Eyelids slowly flickered open. John drudged back into consciousness, his brain still a bit hazy. He pictured himself in a hospital bed, with a cute nurse waiting for him to wake up. Still only half awake, he couldn’t help but smile.


  This smile quickly faded, however, when reality hit him. He was face down on the top of a cliff, head hanging over the edge. Looking down, John could see nothing but the tops of trees. He could even hear a loud buzzing sound a small distance away.


  Brain snapping back to full consciousness, John instantly fell into a panic and crawled backwards as fast as he could, his breath catching short as he tried to calm himself down.


  Chest heaving with slow and deep breaths, John took in his surroundings. He was by the edge of a river, one that turned into a waterfall over the cliff he woke up at. To his left were a few boulders, nothing too interesting. There was a cave entrance behind him, hidden away in a mountain. Eyes following the mountain upwards, the top was obscured by the clouds.


  John stood up and decided to approach the cave entrance. As he got closer, he saw the opening was only about two or three feet high and five feet wide. He crouched down onto his knees and tried to look inside, only to be met with darkness.


  A small grey box caught his attention against the otherwise pitch black surroundings. It hovered at the upper right corner of his vision and didn’t seem like a tangible object. John shook his head. Curiously, the box followed him as he left.


  Releasing a sigh, John returned to the riverbank where he could lay down and contemplate. He cupped his hands and scooped up some water, careful to avoid the pull of the current. After a few long drinks, he sat back up and examined the grey box, which still hovered at the edge of his vision.


  The box was just that: a box. At the centre of it was a character that resembled the letter ‘i’, but besides that it had no significant characteristics. Thinking it was linked to his brain somehow, John tried willing it open but to no avail. He tried magic words, passwords… nothing worked.


  Giving up, John laid his head back on the ground. After a while, it occurred to him that he still had no idea how he got there. The last thing he remembered was being in pain. A heart attack, perhaps?


  His brain could not make sense of this. From wishing to see cute nurses to exploring and then to investigating a weird box… He completely skipped over the part where he was supposed to worry about where he was and how he got here.


  In the midst of being stunned by his own trace of thought, the grey box at the corner of his vision suddenly expanded. It resembled an icon that grew bigger and bigger, until it completely obscured the right side of his vision. Letters appeared, turning into words, as if someone was typing.


  Loading…


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.0


  Name: John


  Age: 15


  Idlers: 1/1


  HP: 10


  Attack: N/A


  Defence: N/A


  Stamina: N/A


  After he read the words that appeared, the system seemed to shrink, only for another pop-up to replace it. At the top of this new window, the title read ‘Introduction’ in a large font.


  Even though it was somehow far-fetched, John had an inkling of what happened to him. He let out a shaky sigh of relief.


  At least, I wasn’t thrown in the deep end to sink or swim on my own…


  After the title, he looked down to read the text below the introduction.


  Each Idler takes one second off the timing needed to complete a level.


  For example, if Level 1 of Palm Toughness’ power level takes 3,600 seconds (60 minutes) to complete, then placing 1 Idler will take 3,600 seconds to complete. 2 Idlers will take 1,800 (30 minutes) seconds to complete, and 3 Idlers will take 1,200 (20 minutes) seconds to complete.


  As the levels progress, the time needed to complete the next level is longer.


  Depending on skill, level, and how many Idlers you have assigned to an area, the time it takes to complete a level can vary from a few seconds to a few days, months, or even years.


  After reading the short message in the Introduction, the text window closed immediately. A new one reading ‘The Idle System’ replaced it. Along the top of the display, John saw another message.


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.0.


  To open the system, think ‘open’. To close the system, think ‘close’.


  Deciding to check the basics, John looked over his current skill list.


  Attack List:


  Palm Toughness - Idlers 0/99, Power Level - 0/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100


  Knuckle Damage - Idlers 0/99, Power Level - 0/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100


  Elbow Damage - Idlers 0/99, Power Level - 0/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100


  Knee Damage - Idlers 0/99, Power Level - 0/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100


  Feet Damage - Idlers 0/99, Power Level - 0/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100


  “So the attack list has five skills…” John muttered in observation. He took note that each of the skills maxed out at Level 100. From the looks of it, this system was more about bodybuilding than using weapons.


  Skimming through the lists, he knew the best thing to do at the start was to either increase the Max Idlers or the Idler Speed. In the long run, this would allow him to get more skills in a shorter time frame, as opposed to getting something big that would only last in the short term.


  With this strategy in mind, he eyed the Maximum Workers skill, brain already in work mode.


  Put an Idler there…


  Immediately, the 0/99 changed to 1/99 and a timer appeared at the end of the row. He scanned through all the skills in the “Misc” list while the clock ran down.


  Misc List:


  Idlers Speed - Idlers 0/99, -1 Second Per Idler - 0/9


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 1/99, +1 Max Idlers - 0/2159, Time - 30s


  Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/99, +1 Idler Workers - 0/2061


  Analyser Eye - Idlers 0/99, Basic - 0/1, Advanced - 0/1, Godly - 0/1


  ??? - Idlers 0/99, ??? - 0/1 (unlocks after Stomach Acid 1)


  ??? - Idlers 0/99, ??? - 0/1, ??? - 0/1 (unlocks after Thinking Speed 50)


  ??? - Idlers 0/99, ??? - 0/1, ??? - 0/1 (unlocks after Senses 8)


  Spotting the ‘30s’, John figured the ‘s’ must mean seconds in time. Going along with this, he assumed it was the same as the games he played at home. Minutes would be ‘m’, hours would be ‘h’, and god forbid, John didn’t want to even think of what ‘y’ would stand for.


  While his current Idler worked, he glanced at the top of the display. The Idlers changed from 1/1 to 0/1. John concluded that his current maximum amount of Idlers was 1. He currently had no more Idlers free to put anywhere else.


  Thirty seconds passed and he heard a ‘ding!’ sound, something like a small bell being struck lightly. His attention was redirected to the top of the display again. It now read ‘Idlers: 2/2’. He put them both back into the ‘Maximum Idlers’ category.


  So, after each level is complete, it doesn’t carry onto the next level. Instead, it just removes the Idlers, which means that each level you have to redo it, John mused over the workings of the game with a frown. If you’re busy when it finishes, you’re going to waste time. What a pain…


  Complaints aside, the man glanced at the display once more. The list now read something different.


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 2/99, +1 Max Idlers - 1/2159, Time - 90s


  While waiting for the remaining ninety seconds to finish, John skimmed over the Defence list’s skills.


  Defence List:


  Flesh Strength - Idlers 0/99, Regeneration - 0/100


  Organ Strength - Idlers 0/99, Regeneration - 0/100, Lung Capacity - 0/100, Stomach Acid - 0/1


  Blood Capacity - Idlers 0/99, Cell Speed - 0/100, Transportation - 0/10, White Cells - 0/10


  Bone Density - Idlers 0/99, Toughness - 0/100, Marrow - 0/100, Cell Production 0/10


  Muscle Elasticity - Idlers 0/99, Cardiac - 0/100, Skeletal - 0/100, Smooth - 0/100


  Mind Strength - Idlers 0/99, Thinking Speed - 0/100, Memory - 0/2, Senses - 0/10


  Elbow Joint - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 0/100


  Knee Joint - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 0/100


  Shoulder Joint - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 0/100


  Ankle Joint - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 0/100


  There’s a lot more here than on the Attack and Misc lists. More than likely, these are going to be the primary skills.


  John glanced over at the remaining time and did some quick mental math.


  So, the first level was 30 seconds with one Idler—that’s easy enough to calculate. But Level 2 takes 90 seconds with two Idlers, each Idler taking 1 second off of each. That means the actual completion time was 180 seconds, three times longer than Level 1.


  If it continues like this, Level 3 will take… err… 540 seconds to finish. And if I put all three Idlers in, it’ll take… 180 seconds.


  John took a quick look back at the remaining time on the clock. There were 10 seconds left. He watched the clock countdown and saw, to his shock, that 10 seconds dropped to 8 seconds. He instantly put two and two together, realising that the total time was ninety seconds because each Idler knocked off one second each. His mind went blank for a moment as this sunk in.


  I’m an idiot.


  


  Chapter 2


  The Escape


  John heard the ‘ding!’ notification again, and his eyes darted back to the top of the system’s screen. It now read ‘Idlers: 3/3’.


  Checking over the skill indicators, John confirmed that it was already at 0/99, with the level indicator reading Level 2/2159. Without wasting any time, John placed all three of his Idlers back into the skill and the countdown sprang up to 4m, 30s. Each level so far was three times as long as the previous level.


  The lower levels won’t really make too much of a difference, but what about the higher tiers like Level 1800 or Level 2000? Scouring his brain, John tried to recall the old saying with English pennies. If you give me one penny at the start of the month and double the amount each day, on the 30th day of that month, you’ll be giving me over 500 million pennies.


  In this case, however, the timer didn’t start at one. There was also the fact that the amount tripled instead of doubling. John tried to calculate how long it would take in total, but found the answer too large to get an exact number. We’re not just talking about years here, but decades… maybe even centuries.


  The minute passed by too quickly, and the sound of another ‘ding!’ broke John’s concentration. Deciding to focus on speed instead of quantity, he placed all four of his Idlers into the skill called ‘Idlers Speed’. With this skill, each Idler would knock an additional second of time off per skill level acquired. With four Idlers, he could cut his time down by eight per second.


  As he placed all four Idlers into the skill category, however, John went pale at the time to complete it.


  Idlers Speed - Idlers 4/99, -1 Second Per Idler - 0/9, Time - 1d


  A day at the first level! Thank god, he didn’t decide to go into this skill right off the bat! With four idlers in the loading dock, it would only take six hours rather than twenty-four. But six hours was still too much at this point, and John knew it. In that amount of time, he could have earned another ten or more Idlers depending on the load time after the tenth. Taking a deep breath, he tried to remove his Idlers from the skill.


  The display flashed red for a moment, and John’s stomach sank.


  Fuck… So you can’t take them out until the skill is complete? Why wasn’t THAT in the Introduction, somewhere with a big WARNING sign?!


  Frustrated, he sighed and closed the display. His vision returned to normal as the grey box minimized back into the corner.


  Once again taking in his surroundings, John decided to figure out a way down this cliff. He needed answers about where this place is and how he got here. He didn’t even know if he had the same face or not, which wasn’t as much of a concern as it was a curiosity.


  The roar of a nearby waterfall lured John closer to the edge of the mountainside, where he could peer down and get an estimate of how steep it was. For all he knew, the drop could only be a few feet from this point—as opposed to the thirty-something-foot cliff where he woke up.


  “Don’t look down, don’t look down…” Nervous mutters escaped John’s clenched jaw as he approached the edge. He stooped down onto his stomach and slowly made his way over the side just enough to get a view downward.


  A two-hundred-foot drop met his gaze, and John went pale for a second time. Carefully scurrying backwards, John backed away towards the river where it was safe. He shakily brought himself to his feet and his attention was drawn back to the place where he initially woke up. After a moment of contemplation, he drifted aimlessly in that direction.


  There’s no way I can survive that two-hundred-foot drop, but this other drop is shorter, so it’s a better gamble. I only saw the canopy of the trees so… there’s a chance it could be covering up a landing of some sort. Then again, it could be just as far of a drop on this side, too. I can’t risk it.


  Attention diverted once more, John took a look at the boulders that he saw earlier. They were slightly taller than him, and climbing up might give him a better vantage point. He decided to go for it, and after a few minutes of struggling, he finally got into the right position. He tried to peek over the boulder, only to be met with more rocks and a clear blue sky.


  With a grunt, John heaved himself up on top of the boulder. He lay on his back on the rocky surface and took a moment to catch his breath, wondering at the state of his current body. He was panting and out of breath… maybe he wasn’t in as good of a shape as he would have liked to be.


  After a moment’s respite, he picked himself up and got onto his hands and knees. He tentatively approached the edge of the boulder and peered down.


  More rocks. Great. Except these ones were in an array of sizes and shapes, ranging from huge boulders to tiny pebbles. Looking closer, they were arranged in a way that could almost resemble a path, leading all the way down the side of the mountain and disappearing into the trees.


  There was no way of telling how far they went, but John figured it was better than that two-hundred-foot drop.


  While debating between climbing down and searching for another way, a mélange of countless howls and irritable squeaks broke his train of thought. A bit startled, John’s attention was driven toward the source of the eerie sounds: the cave.


  As his eyes rested on the dark hole in the mountain, a bat the size of his arm erupted out of the cave, followed by another, and another! A whole swarm began to pour out from the side of the mountain. John had to act fast. He quickly climbed down the opposite side of the boulder to hide himself from view. Watching the swarm overhead, he stood as still as possible. He. Didn’t. Even. Breathe.


  Minutes passed, and the majority of the bats were out of sight. Thinking the coast was clear, John released his breath in a heavy sigh. This, however, caught the attention of one last straggler bat as it flew overhead. With a shrill chirp, the creature dove right for him!


  In a flurry of panic, John swatted the bat away with his arms—surprisingly meeting his target. The bat was thrown off-course, and it dove head-first into the boulder just inches away from John’s head. It toppled down onto the landing next to him as he grabbed the beast’s head and bashed it against the boulder. He hit it again and again, adrenaline coursing through his veins. It was only when the skull of the bat was cracked open that John slowed to a stop, releasing his bloody grasp and letting the corpse fall back onto the landing.


  Without any question, it was dead.


  Congratulations on your first beast kill with the system in place! We have given you the reward of 1 Skill Point to place in the category of your choice.


  WARNING: If the point is placed into a skill that is currently being levelled, the time needed to complete the skill will increase to the next level.


  The system’s notification rang out, and John took a moment to process the message. As an afterthought, he bent down to take a closer look at the bat.


  The creature had no eyes, small ears, a snout, and large pointed teeth. Feeling a bit foolish for holding his breath earlier, John recalled that bats use sonar vision to hunt. At least, the bats back in his world did. These bats were much larger than the ones he was used to and had sharper teeth. Along with the fact that it attacked him directly, John concluded these were a much bigger threat than the bats back at home.


  But why was it out in the middle of the day? John frowned, deep in thought. Aren’t bats supposed to be nocturnal?


  A shiver went down his spine as the gravity of his situation sank in. The teeth on this creature had only come inches away from his neck. Not to mention, the massive swarm of these things that only just barely missed him. The bat that lay on the floor was smaller than most of the bats John saw earlier, which meant the sky currently held far worse creatures than this one.


  Trying not to panic, John hurriedly started climbing down the mountainside. He shakily made his way over the boulders and rocks, searching for the quickest path to the bottom.


  If I go too fast and trip, I could sprain an ankle—maybe even break it with the way my luck is going. With careful footing, John eased his descent a bit. It’s best to keep a steady pace, fast enough to get me out of danger but slow enough to keep my footing.


  With this in mind, John continued downward. If anyone could observe the scene, they would have got a kick out of the sight of a young man jogging down the side of the mountain, chanting “Don’t slip, don’t slip,” as if it was some kind of mantra. Occasionally, he glanced upwards at the sky and switched his chant to, “No more bats, no more bats…” at almost regular intervals.


  Upon reaching the canopy of the forest below, John pushed a few branches to the side and continued his climb down. He moved a few of the thicker branches out of the way to unblock his vision.


  The trees in question were taller than houses, but the boulder path led all the way down. The rocks seemed to become flatter as they went down, which was good news for our weary rock-climber. In the distance, some shrubbery decorated the forest floor. John could also make out a couple of the bat creatures, feeding on a large rabbit-like animal. He estimated the rabbit to be about two feet tall and four feet wide.


  Climbing back into the coverage of the trees, John decided it best to stay out of the bats’ way. Taking advantage of the resting period, he glanced up at the system in the corner of his vision.


  Open.


  Name: John


  Age: 15


  Idlers: 0/4


  Skill Points: 1


  HP: 10


  Attack: N/A


  Defence: N/A


  Stamina: N/A


  Misc List:


  Idlers Speed - Idlers 4/99, -1 Second Per Idler - 0/9, Time - 22h 54m 15s


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 0/99, +1 Max Idlers - 3/2159


  Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/99, +1 Idler Workers - 0/2061


  Analyser Eye - Idlers 0/99, Basic - 0/1, Advanced - 0/1, Godly - 0/1


  ??? - Idlers 0/99, ??? - 0/1 (unlocks after Stomach Acid 1)


  ??? - Idlers 0/99, ??? - 0/1, ??? - 0/1 (unlocks after thinking Speed 50)


  ??? - Idlers 0/99, ??? - 0/1, ??? - 0/1 (unlocks after Senses 8)


  He eyed the skill point that he just earned, remembering the warning that the system gave him. Increasing the wait time for his Idlers Speed skill wasn’t something he wanted to do, even if it was a tad accelerated. Mulling over the rest of the categories, John considered the Maximum Idlers skill, eyes darting over to that section of the display. The system registered his thoughts and the number changed from 3/2159 to 4/2159. At the top of the display, John saw its now read 1/5 Idlers. Satisfied with his decision, he placed the last Idlers into the Maximum Idlers category, and the skill adjusted.


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 1/99, +1 Max Idlers - 4/2159, Time - 40m 30s


  


  Chapter 3


  The Meet


  Forty minutes passed, and John, who was still hiding in the thick bushes away from the bats and rabbits, delved back into his system. Another Idler generated, and he quickly placed it into the Maximum Idlers category. The new countdown appeared as 2h 1m 30s.


  It tripled again… but with two Idlers here, the total time should be just over an hour.


  John carefully moved a branch out of the way, peeking through to see if the bats were gone.


  There were now two bats perched on top of the single rabbit. Because of the distance, he couldn’t quite make out was what going on, but he could only assume that the bats were feeding off of the creature’s blood. If they continued on like this, the rabbit was most likely going to die. Albeit a bit grim, John was looking forward to the fresh, bloodless meat that the bats would leave behind.


  Despite never having set a fire in the wilderness before, John figured he could do it. He’d seen a few survival shows before, and the contestants on the shows always managed to figure it out. It’s just a matter of putting the knowledge into practice. How hard can it be?


  Amidst his optimism, a thought struck him. How was he going to skin the animal? Without any knives or tools, it might be a challenge. Maybe it’s like chickens and pheasants, and I can just pluck the fur out like feathers. I’ll still need tools though, for removing the organs… Even though the blood will be drained, there’s still a lot I have to figure out before I can eat this thing!


  Still muddling over the roadblocks between him and his feast, John’s attention was once more wrenched away by the sound of a ‘ding!’ from his system. Opening up the display, he found the indicators read that 3/7 Idlers were free, and that his Maximum Idlers was now Level 6.


  Thinking about his close call with the vicious bat, John thought it was about time to level up another skill. After all, the system was keeping track of that data for a reason. He might have to fight other beasts. Grimacing at the thought of another encounter, John placed one Idler into the Maximum Idlers category again, causing the countdown to spring up as 6h 4m 30s. The remaining two Idlers, he placed them into the category marked as ‘Flesh Strength’, thinking about the sharpness of bat’s teeth. He wanted to raise his Defence skill level in case he had to confront those teeth again.


  Tool Tip - To view more information about a skill, look at the skill in question for 5 seconds.


  The notification appeared just as John finished placing his Idlers into the Flesh Strength skill slot. He bit back a curse as he read the text.


  “Why don’t you tell me these things BEFORE I fucking do something?!” He hissed under his breath. “What, do you think I need the learning experience or something, huh? Well? Can you hear me?”


  John let his frustration sizzle as he sat in silence, the system obviously not responding to his anguish.


  “I’m beginning to think I’ve got a defective system.” He rubbed his temples. “Or maybe, the AI is just trying to piss me off. Either way, I wish I could give it a good smack and set it right. That always worked with the old TVs, so why not an advanced AI System, right?”


  With a resigned sigh, John redirected his attention to the display. The time needed to complete the Flesh Strength skill read as 4m 24s. John guessed the total time to be around 5 minutes, making up for the time he spent ranting at the system. Eyes resting on the Flesh Strength skill, he counted to five. Almost instantly, a line of text appeared beneath the skill.


  Flesh Strength:


  Regeneration: Heals the skin much faster than normal.


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: The skin and muscle just under the skin are tightened at a cellular level to become more robust, increasing Defence. The fat under the skin is skimmed off but not removed, you will feel lighter and able to run longer distances with the same stamina.


  Level 10 = 10 points, Level 25 = 40 points, Level 50 = 75 points, level 100 = 150 points


  Reading through the description, he could understand the actual skill. But, what about the points? What were those about? Was there a way to search the system for more information? Since the text mentioned the skin’s defence, maybe he could get more information from the Defence category. He laid his eyes on the text and counted to five.


  Eureka!


  Defence:


  The ability to endure and survive attacks from anything. Effects: HP. Rating from H to SSS.


  H = 100 Points, G = 200 points, F = 300 points, E = 400 points, D = 500 points, C = 600 points, B = 700 points, A = 800 points, S = 1,000 points, SS = 5,000 points, SSS = 10,000 points


  After thoroughly reading the description, his eyes travelled to the Attack category.


  Attack:


  Tear the skin, rupture organs, smash bones and kill. Effects: Stamina. Rating from H to SSS.


  H = 100 Points, G = 200 points, F = 300 points, E = 400 points, D = 500 points, C = 600 points, B = 700 points, A = 800 points, S = 1,000 points, SS = 5,000 points, SSS = 10,000 points


  “So, you got lazy and decided to use the same system for both,” John snickered at the supposedly advanced system. “Just change a few words around and bam, same description.”


  As if trying to protest, the system once more chimed with the familiar ‘ding!’ sound. John was beginning to like this sound.


  Skimming back through the system’s list, he took note that his HP count now sat at 11HP, one point more than what he had before. The Flesh Strength skill now read Level 1/100, to his delight. The Idlers marker told him he had two free idlers remaining.


  John went ahead and placed both of his free Idlers back into the Flesh Strength skill slot again, estimating a fifteen-minute wait time. After all, that’s how much the Maximum Idlers skill increased each level. Much to his chagrin, the countdown came up as twenty-five minutes—an increase of a full five times more per level.


  His brain a little fried because of all the mental math, John sat blank-faced and stared at the display. A little light bulb went off in his head as he figured out his error. The Flesh Strength skill only had one hundred levels, as opposed to the two-thousand levels that the Maximum Idler skill had. It made sense that the skills with fewer levels would take more time.


  He closed the system and peeked back through the bushes. The bats were gone, and the jumbo-sized rabbit corpse was abandoned like he expected. After a quick check to make sure the coast was clear, John climbed down the rocks and headed toward the rabbit. Glancing all around him for signs of nearby predators, he slowly made his way to the corpse.


  No sign of any bats. John took in his surroundings a little better. The rabbit laid about thirty feet away, among some trees that towered above him, higher than any buildings he was familiar with. If he had to put a number to their heights, he would have guessed over a hundred feet at the bare minimum.


  The branches of the trees spread out, reaching out to one another and entangling, like a miraculously woven piece of art. The entire sky was coated by a sea of leaves, with patches of sunlight streaming in through the gaps. He would have admired it longer, if not for the free meal that awaited him. Tearing his eyes away from the beauty of the forest, he redirected his attention onto his goal.


  Ten feet away from the rabbit, he paused. The creature showed no signs of life. It was now just a carcass.


  It’s darker down here. Something in the back of John’s mind stirred his sense of danger. He noted that the temperature was also cooler, and the atmosphere was heavy with anticipation. A shiver crept down his spine.


  As one final test, John stretched a leg out and nudged the corpse of the rabbit. No movement. A sigh of relief escaped the man, and he reached down to move the carcass. As he did, however, he froze. Just beyond the tree in front of him, he could make out distant shouting. The voices got closer, and as they did, they grew louder. John could feel his heartbeat racing faster and faster as the sounds approached him.


  Suddenly, his eyes could make out the source of the noise. A small group of three people who were being pursued by two bats. And they were headed right towards him!


  There was no time to hide. In the midst of his panic, John surprised himself by relating his current situation to some light novels he enjoyed before his death.


  “What a cliche beginning,” he mumbled under his breath. Adventurers run into trouble and meet the reincarnated protagonist. From there, it always bubbles down to one of four possible scenarios. He took a deep breath and went over the options in his head.


  One- the reincarnated character gets dragged into the said party’s problem, fights, wins, and then befriends the party.


  Two- the reincarnated character gets dragged into the said party’s problem, realises he’s no match for their enemy, runs with the party to safety thus befriending the party.


  Three- the party IS the trouble, and they pick on the newbie. The newbie beats the shit out of said party, takes their stuff, and gets information about the surrounding area and nearest towns.


  Four- the party deals with the trouble themselves and then takes notice of the newbie, striking up a conversation with them. They exchange information and, if they’re generous, they share some food and a place to sleep, sometimes even escorting the newbie back to town.


  With a pause, John wondered which option it would be.


  With his brain still mulling over all the possible scenarios, at some point the three adventurers ceased their running and turned to face the bats. Two of them fired crossbows at their foes, while the third charged directly at them. John’s attention snapped back to the group as both of the bolts hit the wings of the bats, causing them to tumble out of the air. There was a flash of steel as the third adventurer drew his blade and brought his long sword down onto the body of one of the bats.


  The creature’s head rolled across the ground.


  Still in motion, the man spun around in a half circle whilst raising his sword once more. He sidestepped to the right and lined himself up with the second bat’s body, which was still plummeting downward. With a fluid-like stroke, he swung his sword and cleanly beheaded the second bat.


  With the immediate threat dealt with, the party relaxed their stances. The man with the sword wiped his weapon on the body of the bat to clean the blood off. He sheathed the blade and turned to address his party members, but his attention was drawn by something else. Just beyond his group members stood a young man alongside the corpse of a rabbit. The adventurer’s jaw dropped and his face twisted into a look of utter shock.


  The other adventurers followed his gaze, drawing their weapons at the thought of a new threat. However, they too were shocked at what they saw. They lowered their weapons, expressions twisting to match their fellow adventurer’s.


  John was roughly twenty feet away from the group. He was just close enough to make out their absolute shock. Confused, he looked around to see if there was anything out of the ordinary. The rabbit’s body seemed fairly normal and non-frightening, definitely nothing to gawk at. Up above, there were tree branches and leaves, which were also very standard to find in a forest. They couldn’t be gawking at him… could they?


  “Is my face really that good-looking or what?” John called out to the group.


  At the sound of John’s voice, the adventurer with the sword came back to his senses. He shook his head a little then approached John with a steady and precise pace. The man’s posture was cold and authoritative, one hand placed pre-emptively over the hilt of his sword.


  “Why the fuck are you naked?”


  Now, it was John’s turn to be stunned.


  He slowly lowered his head to look down at himself and found he was stark naked.


  The whole time during his little adventure from the cliff to where he was now, from the life and death encounter with the bat to scaling down the side of the mountain as quickly as possible, he’d only really focused his gaze on his surroundings. Through the endlessly resurging panic, he never really stopped to think about his appearance. It was warm out, so it never occurred to him to even check.


  The only thing on his body was a pair of leather boots.


  


  Chapter 4


  The System’s a Thief!


  When I first woke up, I was flat on my back. And when I laid down by the stream, the water was moving too fast to catch my reflection.


  John’s thoughts raced as he stood before the adventurers, feeling exposed. It’s been one thing after another, and I haven’t had the time to even dust off my clothes. I’ve been running for my life, scaling mountains and… not ONCE did I think to check if I was wearing clothing! Isn’t that the first thing any sane person would have noticed?!


  Under his breath, he muttered to himself. “I’ve lost my mind.”


  At this statement, although it was as quiet as John could manage, the adventurer with a sword took a few steps back, grasp tightening around the hilt. He lowered his stance, getting ready to strike at a moment’s notice. John took note of this and tried to defuse the tension with a smile.


  “I’ve no idea why I’m naked,” he explained in an even tone. “Nor do I remember much. It seems I’ve got am—”


  Before he could finish, he was cut off by the abrupt chortles of the other two adventurers.


  “Amnesia, right?” one of them laughed. “What a classic excuse from you Siders.”


  “Siders?” John quirked an eyebrow, almost as curious as he was insulted. “What’s a Sider? And wait a minute, how do you know I’m not telling the truth? I really don’t remember how I got here!”


  The man with the sword who, John assumed, was the leader of this party held up his hand, putting an end to the laughter. He turned back to John and calmly explained.


  “The term ‘Sider’ is an abbreviation that the people have come up with for people like you. Am I correct in assuming that you’ve come here from Earth?”


  John stared up at the leader, eyes wide. He nodded, and the man continued.


  “Nine out of ten times, a Sider will use the amnesia excuse when first meeting people here.” As if sensing John’s rising tension, the leader spoke in a reassuring voice. “There’s no need to panic. Although it is rare for a Sider to arrive here, your kind are well-known here. There are various records in public libraries about the world you’ve come from, and even more stories of the many adventures that other Siders have partaken in. There are amazing tales documenting right up until their deaths, or even up until they have achieved immortality.”


  In the heavy silence, John tried to process as much of this as he could. His heart skipped a beat at this explanation, and although he was somewhat overwhelmed, something deep inside of him sparked with utter excitement.


  “Well, thank god SOMEONE has all the answers,” the words came streaming out of John’s mouth, shattering the silence. His voice was surprisingly steady, although his hands were shaking. Was it nervousness? Excitement? Both? “I still have no clue where I am or how I got here. I don’t even know what I look like, and I… wait—immortality? Did you say immortality? There are real life immortals in this world?”


  One of the other two adventurers standing further away became visibly impatient and began to shout.


  “Forget all that now! Why haven’t you covered up?! Did you forget that you’re still buck-nude?!” With a growl, the adventurer made his absolute annoyance known. He turned to the leader and continued.


  “This isn’t the time nor the place to discuss this! Have you forgotten why we were running in the first place?”


  John stepped to the side, hiding behind the rabbit. He honestly didn’t really see the importance of covering up, since they’d already seen everything at this point. Plus, they were all guys, right? Seeing his naked body for a few extra seconds wasn’t going to harm anyone. Of course, it would have been a completely different story if he had known beforehand that he wasn’t wearing clothing. But John took the situation at face value. Getting information was his current priority—that, and staying alive. He eyed the leader’s longsword, which had been pointed at him not too long ago.


  At the words of his party member, the leader turned back to John to speak, a sense of urgency in his voice.


  “We’re running from a Continuous Bear. Our party is no match for it in a head-on fight, so we’re leading it to the slope of the mountain. We’re going to try to attack it from below, but what we need…” The leader trailed off and his gaze penetrated deep into John’s eyes. “What we need for this plan to work is live bait.”


  John swallowed. He knew exactly where this was going.


  “You do realize,” the leader continued, holding his gaze, “with no weapons or experience and being in the nude as you are, that bear is going to target you. He’s going to chase you whether you help us out or not.”


  “What are you proposing?” John spoke carefully, even though he already knew the answer.


  “Be our bait,” the leader finished. “And at least with us, you’ll have a chance of making it out alive.”


  As the words left his mouth, a loud roar shook the surrounding air. Their attention was drawn back to the trees, and there in the distance was what John assumed to be the so-called Continuous Bear.


  Without a moment of hesitation, the three adventurers broke into a sprint toward the slope that John had just descended from. Taking a moment to get a good look of the creature in question, John noted the similarities between it and the bears of Earth. As it hurled through the forest with a vicious stature, he could make out the black fur, sleek albeit a bit weathered. John guessed the creature to be about seven feet tall while on all fours. God knows how big it would be standing.


  And John wasn’t going to be there to find out.


  With a jolt of adrenaline, the naked man turned and sprinted after the group of adventurers. With no heavy equipment to weigh him down, he easily overtook the three and reached the slope. He immediately started scaling the mountain once more, moving with more speed and precision than he’d ever moved in his last lifetime. So preoccupied was he with climbing, he failed to notice the adventurers getting into the right position for their plan. They hid behind the nearest tree, about fifteen feet away from the slope itself.


  As the leader predicted, the bear ignored the adventurers and went straight for John. No troublesome clothing to tear away, no armour or weapons to put up a fight—he truly was the perfect target.


  About forty feet into his climb, John glanced down and saw that the bear was having a little trouble getting its footing. The rocks were smaller than the bear’s paws, and the creature’s girth made it even more difficult for it to find its balance. With every step, the bear slid further and further down, weighed down by its sheer mass. It was making about half the progress that John was making.


  From his vantage point, John could see the three adventurers each loading their crossbows. They stealthily approached the bear from behind, flanking it from both the right and left sides.


  When they were about ten feet away from their target, they aimed at the underbelly of the beast. Exchanging a nod among each other, each of the party members crouched down low for a better shot.


  The leader held up his fingers as a silent countdown.


  Three.


  Two.


  One.


  The team sprang into action, arrows tearing through the air and biting into the soft flesh of the bear. Caught completely by surprise by the piercing arrows, the monster threw its head back and let loose a chilling shriek of alarm and rage that shook the very air. In a fit of retaliation, the bear surged to its feet, standing a full twelve feet tall! As it did this, however, the ledge that it stood on wobbled under the creature’s weight and mass, threatening to give way.


  The bear lost its balance.


  Down it tumbled, like a vicious monument. John watched with eyes wide as it tried to catch itself by shifting its weight, but failed. Its limbs lashed about in a wild desperation as the goliath rolled down the slope. With a large CRACK sound, the bear’s skull met the bottom of the slope.


  John stared in absolute disbelief. His grasp tightened as the side of the slope shook with the impact of the bear. A few loose rocks followed the bear’s downward path, trailing after in a less impressive fashion.


  After collecting himself, John hurried back down the slope to rejoin the three adventurers.


  “What kind of crossbow bolts are those?” John’s eagerness truly showed as his first words escaped his mouth.


  “Hollow point bolts,” one of the adventurers answered. “You unscrew them and place a poison inside. When the bolt hits the target, the tip breaks off and the poison is released. The poison we used just now is a weaker one known as Balance Breaker.”


  John’s interest must have been written all over his face, because the adventurer took one look at him and continued his explanation.


  “After just a few seconds, this poison can travel through the circulatory system of any living creature. It makes its way into the brain, leaving the other organs alone. The poison only affects your sense of balance, and nothing more. It’s not deadly on its own, but it can be if used properly.”


  “Imagine this,” he went on, “You’re trying to fight an ordinary guy who has nothing but a Normal dagger. Then suddenly, you lose your balance! You can’t swing your sword properly, you feel nauseous and dizzy to boot. You can hardly stand! So how can you even expect to defend yourself?”


  “So…” John surmised. “The bear fell because of the poison?”


  “That’s part of the reason,” the other adventurer chimed in, lips curled into a smug grin. “We’ve got the loose rocks to thank for the rest. At any rate, it might just be stunned right now. The poison acts fast, but on a creature that big I doubt it’ll last too long.”


  “We’ve got about 5 minutes,” the leader spoke up. “Let’s finish it off.”


  And so, the four men strolled downhill to where the bear had fallen against the ruptured ground. In its last moments of consciousness, it seemed like the bear had dragged itself about ten feet away. It now lay limp in a clearing, eyes squeezed shut and chest heaving weakly. Its left front leg was bent in an unnatural way—broken, as far as John could tell.


  “Since you were the bait, you can finish it off.”


  The leader held his longsword out for John to use. With a curt nod, John grasped the hilt of the sword.


  It was heavy and slightly warm in his hand. Readjusting his grip, John slowly carried the sword toward the bear. He stood away from the claws and teeth, wondering where he should strike. He finally decided to go for the neck.


  “Its fur and skin act like a natural armour.” As if sensing his uncertainty, the leader called out to him. “That blade is only a Normal sword, so you won’t be able to kill it from there. You need to target the underbelly where the soft flesh is. That’s why we lured it up to the hill in the first place.”


  Taking in the information, John nodded back to the leader. He adjusted his position and tightened his grip. With a heave, he lifted the blade and paused a moment to look down at the monstrous creature. In this world, he mused, it is kill or be killed.


  With a ferocious lunge, John drove the heavy steel into the underbelly of the bear.


  Congratulations for killing your first Rank H monster with the system in place! We have given you the reward of 1 Skill Point to place in the category of your choice.


  Congratulations for killing a monster that the system can use! The system has taken the Continuous Bear’s monster core and from it has extracted a trait. It has been modified and added for your use.


  


  Chapter 5


  The New Skill


  Taken aback by the sudden assault of notifications, John’s session with the system was interrupted by the adventurers’ approach. As the trio stepped forward to investigate the bear’s corpse, John was able to focus on their facial features for the first time.


  The leader was a blond man with a slightly hooked nose, stubble lightly coating his chin and giving him the guise of a weathered veteran. His brown eyes were stern and authoritative, complimenting his broad shoulders and noble posture. Standing around six feet tall, the man wore hard leather-like armour of a brownish hue. Around his waist, the man sheathed his blade on his left side. John caught a glimpse of the crossbow that sat behind his back.


  Just like Ga***t from The Wi***er game series, he couldn’t help but think.


  John recognised the man who had made a big deal about him covering up earlier. Getting a better look, he was shorter than the leader. He had a mop of red hair, a pair of brown eyes, and a fleshy nose. He was somewhat slimmer than the leader too, but he wore the same brown armour. The weapons he carried were similar to that of the leader’s.


  And finally, John turned his head to the last of the adventurers. The final guy was half a foot taller than the other two and had the broad shoulders to support his muscular frame. There was nothing remarkable about his brown hair or blue eyes, but his nose had a bumpy texture that almost contrasted too much with the stubble that coated his jaw. From the look of his heavy metal armour and the big shield upon his back, this guy was definitely the tank of the party.


  All three men looked to be in their early twenties. John mused over their ages with slight concern, wondering what sort of society was in place in this world. The men noticed John’s stares.


  John smiled and broke the silence. “So… do any of you know how to make clothing from the animal skin? Maybe this bear or the rabbit from earlier? If it’s still intact, I mean.”


  The three adventurers exchanged glances among each other before shaking their heads. A little disappointed, John suggested they fashion something like a loincloth at the very least. Everyone agreed with no hesitation.


  While the leader and the redhead dissected the bear, John accompanied the big guy in retrieving the rabbit corpse. The group decided to set up camp close to where the bear had fallen, which was ways away from where they were headed. Approaching the clearing where they first encountered one another, John and the tank found that, miraculously, the rabbit remained untouched. The two of them lugged the flesh onto the adventurer’s shoulders and made their way back to camp.


  “My name’s Peter,” the larger man introduced himself as they made their way. “The party leader’s name is Alan. He’s the one with the blond hair and a look sharp enough to give you a run for your money. Oh, and the other guy’s just Cyril. It’s nice ta meetcha!”


  “Nice to meet you too! Though, I wish it were under better circumstances.” John felt relieved at Peter’s welcoming attitude. He was finally having a normal conversation with someone—though the fact that he had to cover his crotch as he walked was a little annoying. “Can you tell me more about that bear? Why was it after you in the first place?”


  “That creature is called a Continuous Bear. It’s a Rank H monster and sits around the top of the food chain in this low-level area. As for its name-sake,” Peter glanced over at John with a snicker, “once it sees its prey, it continues to chase it down no matter where they go or how long it takes. When it saw you with us, it recognised you as part of our group. That’s why it went after you. Well, that and the fact that you look like the easiest prey between the four of us.”


  Peter chuckled a bit at that part, and John shifted uncomfortably under his brutally honest judgement.


  “We were quite lucky with this one, though. It only chased us for about fifteen minutes before we ran into you. Having some live bait really gave us our lucky break,” Peter smiled at the shorter man, a genuine smile, not a sarcastic or mocking one. “It’s good that we took care of it. When it comes to a Continuous Bear, it’s kill or be killed.”


  John found some comfort in Peter’s sincerity, though there still remained the question of what the system had done to the monster’s ‘core’. Even though knowledge of ‘Siders’ seemed to be pretty common, John figured that knowledge of the system was a different story.


  “So,” John couldn’t resist asking, “are Siders well-known?”


  “They’re well-known, but what Alan said about them being rare is no understatement. The last known Sider in this area died about four years ago from old age in his seventies. He was here for about sixty years, too.” Peter paused for a moment to let John process the information. “He wrote and published his own biography, to boot. You can pick up a copy to read in most libraries, if you wanted to give it a look. Oh, but the Sider before him is still alive and kicking. Or, at least, there’s no record of his death. He ventured toward the Immortal Sects, so it’s possible he’s still alive. That was nearly a hundred years ago, though.”


  Before John could open his mouth to ask, Peter cut right back in.


  “People in this world live on average about fifty years, give or take. It’s actually quite high! That’s not including the deaths from adventurers, of course. Most of us don’t make it past our twenties.”


  There was a bleak patch of silence as John recalled his unspoken concern about the ages of the three men.


  “That also doesn’t include Immortals,” Peter added in a low voice, as if speaking to himself. “It wouldn’t even be a number if we counted those…”


  John was stunned by all the knowledge that Peter had to offer. Initially, he’d written him off as one of those brain-dead-all-brawn types.


  “How do you know so much?” he unabashedly asked.


  “That’s where your kind comes in,” Peter once again bore a smile. “Ever since Siders started coming here, life for the common people has improved so much. One of the first Siders to come here wound up becoming the founder of the kingdom of the east. As king, he brought us schools, hospitals, laws, food, and a bunch of technology using monster cores as power. He shared it all with the world under the condition that Siders were to be treated as equals and not abused for any wicked motives.”


  Approaching the camp, the two slowed their pace to continue their conversation.


  “All the kingdoms came together and agreed on this,” Peter’s voice became more serious as he spoke. “If any of the kingdoms were to abuse the power of the Siders, all other kingdoms will join together and eliminate the opposing kingdom. To this day, the treaty was yet to be broken by anyone.”


  John released his breath, not even realising that he’d been holding it in the first place.


  So I can’t make mayonnaise a food revolution and get rich. He couldn’t help but feel slightly jaded. I guess an easy life is out of the question here, isn’t it?


  Despite his own personal begrudging, John was nonetheless relieved upon hearing of the laws regarding Sider equality. Still, he couldn’t help but despise the Sider founder for his thoroughness. Bollocks to you, too, sir. My riches? Gone. My easy lifestyle? Gone, gone, gone… What a pain!


  The system’s chipper ‘ding!’ interrupted his aggravations for but a moment. He took a mental note to check the notification later.


  By the time Peter and John returned to the makeshift camp, the other two party members had already finished skinning the bear. It was easy to tell that they had a hard time of it. Their cheeks were rosy from the effort, and they were both still trying to catch their breaths. Using Normal knives to complete their task took a lot out of them.


  From what they could salvage of the crudely cut skin, Alan figured that it would fetch a fair price in town. The pelt wasn’t in the best condition, but their efforts would definitely pay off. He rolled up the bearskin and put it to the side just as Peter unloaded the rabbit corpse before him. With no qualms, Alan got right to work on the rabbit, which was much easier to skin than the bear was.


  Cyril got to starting a fire, while Alan continued to work on the rabbit. With no words exchanged, Peter tended to setting up the tents while John watched Cyril pull out a small round object of a reddish colour. In absolute amazement, he watched as the adventurer used the object to start the fire. He couldn’t stop staring, trying to figure out exactly what the object was.


  “This is the lowest-tier of monster core from a Flaming Bear,” Cyril noticed John’s stares and spoke in a matter-of-fact fashion. “It’s a cousin to the Continuous Bear, a little smaller but with bright red fur. Its fur can withstand up to two hundred degrees, which is why the monster core is a basic Fire Element. You can use it for starting fires and cooking but not much else.”


  John wondered about the Continuous Bear’s core, which the system had taken. Would it look similar to this Fire Element core?


  Cyril went on to explain how to use the Flaming Bear’s core, which was a pretty basic lesson to say the least. What the lecture bubbled down to was to aim and ‘ignite’ the core with a mental command. Simple stuff, according to Cyril. John tried to imagine what a Flaming Bear even looked like, and decided it was better that he didn’t find out the hard way.


  When he finished skinning the rabbit, Alan tossed the fur coat over to John, as per earlier agreement. The pelt was cut in a way that John would easily be able to wrap it around his waist like some sort of sash.


  “It’s untreated and will be a bit uncomfortable,” Alan commented as John inspected the pelt, “But when we get into town we can get you some real clothing. It’ll be payment for your help with the Continuous Bear. These rags just have to last until then.”


  “I suppose that will do.” John happily accepted the pelt. “Since the fire’s started, how about we have some meat? I’m starving, I haven’t had anything to eat since I got here.”


  Moods quite merry, the four men laughed and sat around the fire, preparing for their meal. They sliced up slabs of rabbit and bear flesh, cooking them to a crispy brown over the fire. Strings of fat melted off of the meat and dribbled down the sides, sizzling as they met with the embers below.


  And so was John’s first meal on this world. Between the savoury taste of meat and the various spices that were dashed atop, it was quite a tasty dinner.


  The sun sank lower and lower as time passed, and eventually it was time to rest. Alan divided the night watch between him and his two men, since John was the newbie in the party. After a few brief instructions of the night’s guard, it was time to settle down.


  Cyril and John shared a tent for the night. They each settled comfortably into their quarters, with John lying down with his back to Cyril. He wrapped the rabbit pelt around him, fashioning somewhat of a tunic. At the very least, he concluded that it would keep him warm through the night.


  With his back still to Cyril, John opened up the Idle System.


  Name: John


  Age: 15


  Idlers: 2/7


  Skill Points: 1


  HP: 12


  Attack: N/A


  Defence: N/A


  Stamina: N/A


  Continuous - Idlers 0/99, Continue Option - 0/1


  Eyes landing on the new skill listed at the bottom, he rested his gaze on the text and counted to five.


  Continuous - Taken from the Continuous Bear’s monster core. Derived from the persistent hunting nature of this creature, the system has modified this trait and created the ‘Continue Option’ skill. Once this skill is activated, Idlers will no longer be removed from a skill slot upon the completion of a level. Instead, they will be left in the skill to start the next level.


  WARNING - With this option enabled, you will not be able to take Idlers out of the skill until it is turned off and the skill has completed levelling.


  


  Chapter 6


  The Idle Organs


  Looking at the new skill’s explanation, a smile crept across John’s face as he pondered.


  What to do with my skill point, hmm…I could put the two free Idlers into the slot for this new skill. If the wait time is over twenty-four hours, I’ll just use the skill point up to complete it. It’s only got one level, after all.


  On the other hand, if the wait time is under twenty-four hours then the longest it could take is twelve hours. I’m going to sleep for about seven or eight hours anyway, so that’ll kill some time.


  John put his thoughts into action, setting the two free Idlers into the Continuous skill slot. The countdown sprang up, reading as 12h.


  Nice! That’s six hours! I don’t have to worry about speeding it up, it’ll finish in my sleep! So… what else is there to use my skill point on? John glanced over the table, taking note of one line in particular.


  ??? - Idlers 0/99, ??? - 0/1 (unlocks after Stomach Acid 1)


  John skimmed through the list in search of the Stomach Acid skill.


  Organ’s Strength - Idlers 0/99, Regeneration - 0/100, Lung Capacity - 0/100, Stomach Acid - 0/1


  Curiosity getting the better of him, he rested his eyes on the text and counted to five.


  Stomach Acid: The user can eat and drink whatever he wants without worry. The Stomach Acid skill will dissolve bones, poisons, and even metals very quickly. It will also be impossible to suffer from any illness that involves the Gastric acid.


  John blinked in disbelief. He wondered how this skill worked. If he ate clay, would he end up shitting bricks?


  Putting his reservations aside, he considered the immunity to food poison. It was too tempting to pass up, so without too much more thought he placed the skill point into the slot. The display changed to reflect his actions, the 0/1 counter fading out to be replaced by a C, which quickly disappeared.


  Then came an excruciating pain like nothing John had ever felt before. It erupted within his stomach, and felt like someone was ripping him to pieces from the inside out. Jaws locked and clenched up from the pain, John felt like he was grinding his teeth so hard that they would shatter in his mouth. Somehow, he had to resist the urge to scream. Cyril was sleeping only a short distance away. John scrunched up his eyes and prayed for the pain to end.


  After a minute or so, the pain did come to pass. As it did, John gradually released some of the tension in his joints. Sweat beaded on his brow as he found he could finally breathe, chest rising and falling with slow and heavy movements.


  The system’s ever-so-familiar ‘ding!’ sound almost slipped past John’s attention.


  Unlocked Skill: Impurity Filter


  The text popped up on the screen, and John’s eyes flickered down below.


  Impurity Filter - Idlers 0/99, Automatic - 0/1


  Time for another light reading, he took a deep breath then prompted the skill information window.


  Impurity Filter: Once this filter has been activated, any unnatural substances that the body consumed will be filtered. If there is a substance that cannot be absorbed, a new 4th acid will safely remove all waste from within the body. All nutrients needed for survival will be absorbed as normal.


  John felt a slight twinge of relief. At least he didn’t have to worry about shitting bricks. He mulled the skill over in his head, new concerns rising.


  So with this skill I can eat basically anything and my body will automatically take what’s needed and just… remove the rest? I guess that puts my kidneys out of the job. Actually, now that I think about it, I’ll never have to go to the bathroom again. Won’t some of my organs get weak from inactivity? What if they die off and start to rot away? Dammit, I need answers!


  Brows furrowing, string after string of worries assaulted him. If the stomach acids dissolved everything too quickly, would his hunger ever go away completely? Would his life become a living hell of dragging his starving body from one meal to the next? And why didn’t the system explain these things more in depth?


  This damn system is TOO idle! John cursed under his breath. Aggravated, he decided to put his mind to ease by getting some sleep. He checked over the Continuous skill to make sure the timer was as it should be. If it finished by the time he woke up, he could put those two Idlers into the Impurity Filter skill slot and work on levelling it.


  Before he closed the system, he checked on the Maximum Idlers skill, confirming only twelve minutes remained on the clock. He waited for that timer to run down, watching the seconds pass. By the time it was over, the steady stream of numbers had lulled him into a calm and sleepy mind-set. He placed the new Idler back into the Maximum Idlers skill, along with the Idler who just became free. The timer came up at 6h 4m 30s.


  Finally satisfied, he closed the system window and let himself drift to sleep.


  In the morning, the first thing John did as soon his eyes flickered open was to check the system. As the display unfolded, John scanned the screen and confirmed that all nine of his Idlers were free. The Idlers Speed skill now read Level 1 and the Maximum Idlers skill was sitting at Level 8. The Continuous skill was nowhere to be seen.


  Recalling how the Stomach Acid skill had also disappeared upon completion, John scoured the display for a list of his current skills. During his search, he noticed a change to his standard user information.


  Name: John


  Age: 15


  Idlers: 9/9


  Skill Points: 0


  Options:


  Continue - Off


  Curious, John tried willing the Continue skill on. The text shifted, indicating that he was successful. That should make things a bit easier, he mused and continued to scan the list. He rested his eyes on the Idlers Speed skill and counted to five.


  Idlers Speed: Every level increases the time taken off per Idler. At Level 4 and onward for this skill, the time will not be calculated per Idler but divided among the total amount of time as per level progression. This skill’s level cap is Level 9.


  (Example: At Level 3, each Idler takes off 4 seconds of the timer per second. At Level 4, instead of 5 seconds, each Idler will reset to taking 1 second off each. To supplement this, the total time needed will be reduced to one-fifth of the initial time.)


  John ran a hand through his hair, trying to make sense of the jumble of words on the display before him. After reading it through a good ten or fifteen times, he settled on his very basic understanding and decided to test the Idlers Speed skill out. He placed all nine of his Idlers into the Maximum Idlers slot and watched the timer pop up at 18h 13m 30s. After staring at the clock wind down for a few moments, he concluded that in total the nine Idlers were knocking off eighteen seconds per second.


  Finally satisfied, John decided to get out of bed.


  Cyril was already gone, and John was willing to bet that he had the last shift of watch in the early morning. He checked over his rabbit pelt to make sure it was securely fashioned like a tunic. Confident, John strode out of the tent.


  Alan and the other adventurers were gathered around the campfire, exchanging words. As they saw John, they greeted him and continued their conversation. After settling by the fire, John decided to interrupt.


  “Does anyone have a calculator or something I can do math with?” he asked, not entirely sure of what to expect.


  To his surprise and delight, Alan offered up a calculator from his supplies. It closely resembled Earth’s calculators, with a hard plastic protective case and all. Alan explained that it was powered by a grey Monster Core, which sat at the top of the device, coated in a protective shell of plastic. The calculator was typically used to divide their profits equally. Whatever rewards they reaped from a good hunt, they always managed to sell in the various markets they travelled through. Whether the price was small or great, they always divided it equally.


  John accepted the calculator and got to his own calculations. After some fidgeting with the number keys, he concluded that his Maximum Idlers skill would only take just under an hour to complete. Confident in his numbers, John smiled and returned the calculator.


  There was a slight twinge of regret in the back of John’s mind. Now fully realizing the benefits of his Idler Speed skill level, he reconsidered his actions from earlier. He shouldn’t have used his skill point on the Maximum Idlers slot. Doing that only wound up saving him a mere fifteen minutes at most. The better course would have been to wait the six hours and to then use the skill point towards the second Idler Speed level. Regret tasted sour.


  Breakfast was the same meat from last night, though they fed mostly on the rabbit so as to sell what they could of the bear. While eating, John continued where he left off and opened the system display. He noticed two new icons hovering at the very top above where his name was listed. Upon inspection, the first icon turned out to be the Skills list. Opening the second icon prompted a new array of text onto the screen.


  Completed List:


  Organ’s Strength - Stomach Acid


  Continuous - Continue Option


  Ah, that’s convenient.


  As he finished his breakfast, he noted with relief that he felt full. The ‘starvation hell’ scenario that spooked him earlier wasn’t going to happen after all. He wondered how soon it would take for him to feel hungry again.


  When everyone was done eating, they all packed up the camp. They put the fire out and began their walk to the nearest town, which was about a six-hour walk away at an uninterrupted pace.


  About an hour along the way, the notification sound alerted John to open the system. He had a new Idler, which he placed into the Maximum Idler skill slot with the rest of his Idlers. The timer popped up as 2d 6h 30m 30s, which he converted to just over three hours.


  And so, three more hours into his journey, the ‘ding!’ noise confirmed John’s calculations. The system indicated that he now had 1/11 Idlers and that his Maximum Idlers marker now sat at Level 10. That extra speed was paying off.


  John turned the Continue Option skill off and placed all his Idlers into the Maximum Idlers skill slot. The total time came up as 10d, and John stumbled for a moment.


  What’s going on? He picked up his pace to catch up with the rest of the group. Why did it spring up to ten days? Shouldn’t it be closer to seven?


  The system held no answers.


  Another hour along the path and the town crept into sight just beyond the horizon. As they got closer and closer to their goal, John could make out giant crossbows sitting atop the town walls. Some sort of line of defence, he concluded. Approaching the entrance, they got on a big wooden drawbridge sitting over a moat of water. The walls loomed above them, standing about thirty feet high. The large metal doors leading into the town were no small matter either. John measured them to be about fifteen feet in height and width.


  He could not help but ask, “What’s with the doors?”


  “When a group goes on a hunt, they sometimes bring back rather large prizes,” Alan answered.


  He glanced at the doors again. “Why not just break it into smaller pieces?”


  “It lowers the value of the carcass,” Alan nodded in the direction of the town. “The Adventure Guild has specialists who dismember them for us. They guarantee the best quality for a price. Of course, the less valuable carcasses can be dealt with by most parties. But when it comes to the higher ranked monsters, its best to take them to the guild where the dismemberment can be certified.”


  “So the certification increases the value of the product, then?” John tilted his head.


  “For the most part. There’s no official documentation, but if someone falsely claims that an approved member handled the dismembering, they’ll be held accountable. The scammers have to pay a hefty fine, sometimes in the thousands. Sometimes, they even get banned for three years if it’s too large of an offence.” Alan shifted his gaze back at John and added with a firm look, “It’s not worth trying to scam them.”


  John nodded, feeling the conversation was spent. Of course, he understood the nature of such business. If someone tried to scam him too, he was sure he’d be just as pissed off.


  The party entered the town, and John noted the lack of security. The only checks that the guards made were for illegal goods that might have been smuggled in via carriage. As they proceeded down the street, however, John found that it was a different story at the Adventure Guild.


  “I’ll vouch for you to register for an ID card.” Alan turned to John as they paused before the doorway. “I reckon you’ll start at Rank G, which is the same ranking as our party. We’ve only been together for a few weeks, but we go way back, and we each have our own areas of expertise.”


  John raised an eyebrow, and Alan nodded his head to his comrades.


  “Peter there used to be a knight, specializing in holding his own on the first line of defence. Of course, he beat the shit out of his boss in a bar fight and lost that position. He wound up with me and Cyril.” Alan’s jaw loosened and a slight grin formed on his face. “Adventures can make a good amount of coin, if you climb high enough in the ranks. At Rank G, though, you’ll only make enough for the necessities, so if you want to earn enough to start saving up, you’d better rank up quickly.”


  And with that, Alan led the way into the Guild Hall.


  


  Chapter 7


  Silently Getting Stronger


  The inside of the Guild Hall was just like how it was described by the light novels that John read from his past life. A postings board on the right side of the room was decorated with all sorts of job listings, and beyond that John counted ten counters made of treated wood. Behind each of the counters sat an array of workers. John could only assume they handled the administrative side of the guild’s dealings. To his left, he spotted a set of stairs which was packed with people. The whole establishment was not only quite impressive, but also spotless to boot.


  Alan nodded at John as if to say, “follow me”. The two strode over to a counter on the far left. They got in line behind the only other two people waiting on the counter. John caught snatches of their conversation and assumed they were together. They seemed to be registering for an ID, like he intended to.


  After only few minutes, the two other people walked away. Alan and John approached the counter.


  “Why, hello! Are you here to register as an adventurer?” The receptionist was a middle-aged woman with glasses and straight silver hair sitting just past her shoulders.


  “Ah, yes,” Alan spoke up in a clear voice. “This guy behind me is John, a Sider who’s just arrived here very recently. He’s here to register with the guild.”


  At Alan’s words, a few heads turned. John could hear the murmurs of “Wow, a Sider!” and “A Sider appears yet again,” mixed in with a few other variations. He turned towards the whispers with furrowed brows. The heads of any bystanders turned away and the whispers quietened down.


  “Sorry, John, but you need to report your status as a Sider by law when registering.” Alan placed a hand on John’s shoulder, as if to reassure him. “It goes into the ID card, and comes with its own perks. For one, it gets you a ‘Get Out of Jail Free’ card for the first month that you’re here. Though, that’s mostly because it takes about that long to learn the laws of the kingdom. Of course, that only really works for misdemeanours and other small-time crimes. Big ticket items like theft, murder, or rape will get you thrown into jail, killed or tortured.”


  “Fair game, I guess. Does it cost anything to register?” John added, “And where do I go to learn the laws?”


  The receptionist cut in and quickly replied to John before Alan could answer.


  “It does not cost anything for Siders to register, since we know that they’re more than likely to lack in funds.” She adjusted her glasses, a slight glimmer of light reflecting off the glass. “As a Sider, for the duration of your first month, you’ll have free access to the library and other public resources. This is to assist you in learning the law and to garner a working knowledge of our world.”


  The receptionist took a deep breath and continued, explaining questions that John had yet to even fathom. “To study beyond the first month, however, you will have to pay the standard amount. In the case of using the library, there will be a monthly charge to read the books.”


  “Ah, thank you,” John gathered his thought before asking, “How long does it take to register then? I don’t want to hold up Alan’s party.”


  “We just need your name and age.”


  “John, 15 years old. Anything else I need to do?”


  “No, I just need to put it into our file system. Your ID card will be ready in about ten minutes. In the meantime, we encourage you to have a seat and rest. We’ll call your name when it’s finished.”


  “Thank you.” Without lingering any further, Alan and John stepped away from the counter and walked towards Peter and Cyril. They joined their group in sitting on a well-polished bench.


  “It’s so noisy here,” John frowned. “How will we hear when my name’s called out?”


  The three other men held in their laughter, the strain showing on their faces. John was in for a surprise.


  Only moments to follow, a loud voice boomed across the hall.


  “John, Age 15. Your ID is ready.”


  The voice was so loud that John flinched as he rushed to cover his ears. Eyes wide, he looked around at the people in the room and saw they were completely unbothered by the sound. Alan, Peter, and Cyril burst into laughter at the sight of John.


  “Thanks,” John said dryly. “You could have warned me.”


  “No problem.”


  “Wouldn’t be fun that way.”


  “These guys made me!”


  At that last remark, a light-hearted argument broke out between the three of them, with Peter and Cyril ganging up on Alan in a brotherly exchange of words.


  John walked back to his party members, his new ID in hand. Upon his arrival, he saw the group was divvying up the funds that they received from the fruits of their hunt. With the total earnings adding up to £54, Alan calculated that each of the members would receive an equal amount of £13 and 50 pence.


  “This is the Kingdom of the North,” Alan began to explain the monetary system to John. “And here we use pounds and pence as money. The first Sider to arrive in this land was from a country called England. When he became a high ranking adventurer, he went to the king and explained his old country’s money system and how it worked.”


  “So the king adopted the money system from him,” John concluded. Alan confirmed this and went on to explain the conversion. They were as follows:


  1 pound = 100 pence each


  Bronze coins = 1 pence each


  Silver coins = 10 pence each


  Gold coins = 1 pound


  Platinum coins = 10 pounds


  Titanium coins = 100 pounds


  Adamantium coins = 1,000 pounds


  “Most adventurers usually deal with platinum coins and lower. Even the high ranking adventurers are no exception to this. Only merchants really use titanium and adamantium coins, since the kingdom produced them especially for those in that line of work.”


  “How long ago was that first Sider here?”


  “About 600 years ago, why?”


  “I’m from the same country,” John’s voice was perfectly even as he spoke. “I’m from England too.”


  Having said this, John couldn’t help but compare everyone in this world to his home. It was all so foreign to him now, or better yet, he was the foreigner. The fact that he would never be able to return home struck him, and he felt the pit of his stomach drop.


  “Ah, sorry but there isn’t much more known about that Sider.” Alan frowned at John, taking a guess at what was obviously bothering the younger man. “Even though Siders were known of back then, not many of them recorded anything about themselves. It was other people who documented how the Siders affected our civilization, like influencing our currency. Other than that, not much is known. We don’t even know if there was a specific reason why they never recorded anything about themselves.”


  “I keep hearing the word Siders, what does it stand for though?” John quickly added, “Not the short version!”


  “Didn’t we mention this earlier?” Cyril stepped into the conversation, a tad bit annoyed. “The term ‘Siders’ isn’t so much an abbreviation as it is a nickname, of sorts. The official name is ‘Dimension Traveller’, though, that phrasing often sparked controversy. No Sider could prove if there really was a different dimension that they came from, or just the other side of the universe.”


  “So we just came up with Siders,” Peter smiled at John. “You’ve either come from the other side of the universe or the other side of a dimension. Either way, the name works.”


  “I get it, thanks,” John quickly changed the subject. “Anyway, where do I buy some clothes? I know I’m dense when it comes to noticing my surroundings, but even I can tell I’m getting more and more stares. Something tells me it’s more to do with wearing nothing but a strip of fur, rather than being a Sider.”


  “Oh, you can buy them here at the Guild Hall! On the second floor they sell armour too, but the cheapest is a little out of your price range. If I remember right, I saw some basic clothing priced at £5 for a top and trousers. Nothing fancy, but it will work.”


  “Alright, thanks,” With a tilt of his head, John added, “And what about you guys? I’m much weaker than you without any training or weapons, so I know I can’t join your party. I’d only drag you down.”


  “That’s fine. It’s common knowledge that Siders usually become stronger at a faster rate than normal people, though no Sider has ever explained why either. We just take it for what it is.”


  “We’ll probably rest up for the night then head back to the forest to finish the quest we were on. If we hadn’t met that bear, we would have completed the quest by now.”


  “We’re a few extra days behind schedule now, but the money from the bear was worth it!” Peter was turning out to be quite the optimist. He turned back toward John and asked, “What about you? Have a course of action yet?”


  “First priority is to get some clothes.” John considered his options. “I guess I’ll head to the library for now and try to catch up on some history. I’ve only got a month of free access there, and I need to learn as much as I can. Maybe I’ll do a few odd jobs for pocket money in the meantime.”


  “Then this is where we part ways,” Alan spoke up in a sombre voice. “Siders get free lodgings for a month in the building across from the library. Forgot to mention that earlier. Our party wishes you the best of luck in your endeavours.”


  At this, the three adventurers shook hands with John and bid their farewells.


  After parting ways, John began his search for a new wardrobe. He walked upstairs, and upon reaching the appropriate floor, he found what he was looking for. On a nearby rack, he spotted a pair of black trousers and a shirt on sale for £3 and 50 pence. He purchased the items easily enough.


  He then walked into a corner behind a display and made sure no one was looking. Hurriedly, he took the fur strip off and stepped into the trousers with ease. Then, buttoning the shirt up, he rolled the pelt of fur up and stepped back into the crowd.


  John walked back downstairs to the Guild Hall and went to the counter that had the words “Buying” above it. He showed the fur strip, and the merchants gave him £2 for it. Better than nothing, he supposed. No wonder Alan had chosen to cash in the bear fur ahead of time. The freshness of the pelt really made such a huge difference.


  Walking out of the Guild Hall, John asked a few people for directions to the library. After following a few different directions, he found it without too much trouble. He stepped into the building, ID card in hand.


  The librarian checked his ID over and then guided him to where the essential educational books were. With his Sider status, he wasn’t allowed anywhere else in the library without paying the monthly membership fee. Free trials always had limitations.


  The clock read “12:45PM” when John sat down to read.


  After roughly four hours of scouring the various books that he had access to, John eyes were about ready to melt out of his skull. As he rubbed his temples, he heard the system’s ‘ding!’ of a notification.


  Smiling and still pretending to read, he opened the system. He had twelve free Idlers. Turning the Continue skill off had prevented them from continuing without his direction. He turned the skill back on and proceeded to place all twelve of his Idlers into the Flesh Strength skill slot. The third level needed a little over two hours, so he closed to system and carried on with his reading.


  5 minutes later ‘ding!’


  27 minutes later ‘ding!’


  Then, John went back into the system and removed the Continue skill from use.


  2 hours and 15 minutes later


  ‘Ding!’


  Now with his Flesh Strength indicator reading as Level 5, he wondered about any offence-based skills that he’d completely ignored up until this point. As he skimmed through the list, he didn’t notice any skills that had to do with weapons. It was all about physical strength, both inside and out.


  Still pretending to read, his eyes rested on the skill ‘Knuckle Damage’ for a few seconds.


  Knuckle Damage


  Power Level: Bonus in attack when using knuckles to fight.


  Speed: The time needed to open and close a fist. It is the same motion as a grip. The Palm Toughness’ Speed Skill stacks on top of this.


  Ignore Defence: You ignore 0.1% defence per level. (Stacks with other skills)


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: In between all five knuckles on each hand is a layer of ligaments. This layer is hardened per level, though remaining just as flexible. At the maximum level, they are almost impossible to break.


  After a few seconds to contemplate, John reactivated the Continue skill then placed all twelve Idlers into the Knuckle Damage skill slot.


  ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’


  After forty-three seconds, the sound rang ten times. John looked down at his fists.


  He could feel them burning. The skill had levelled up too fast and each upgrade had stacked on top of each other. The whole 10% increase to the maximum power of his knuckles was working at the same time.


  Clenching his fists in pain, loud pops could be heard emanating from his limbs. He opened up the system and switched the Continue skill back to ‘off’, so the levelling stopped at Level 11. Just under another forty-two seconds passed and another ‘ding!’ rang out.


  The burning sensation almost doubled making him want to scream out, but he managed to hold it in. After around five minutes, he could feel his knuckles begin to cool down. Looking down at them, the skin seemed unscathed. Thank god.


  He lightly tapped the wooden table to ward off the bad luck, but to his surprise he heard a louder bang than expected.


  Lifting his hands, he nervously inspected the place where he tapped on the table. There was a dent, a few millimetres deep. John was tempted to do a full power punch to test it, but he overcame the temptation.


  Abruptly, the librarian from earlier opened the door and shouted into the room.


  “Library closes in ten minutes!”


  Figuring it must be close to 8pm, John put all the books back while glancing back at the system. He checked his stats, noting that the Knuckle Damage skill had a Power Level 11 alongside it. All twelve of his Idlers were now free.


  Not knowing the exact time needed per Knuckle Damage level, John figured it must be quite low. With twelve Idlers slot and with the Idlers Speed levelled up to 24 seconds per second of the time, it only took him one minute and twenty-five seconds to reach the 11th level. That was fast, no matter how you looked at it.


  He was lucky that he started levelling this skill sooner rather than later. He tried to imagine the pain it would have caused him if he had waited until he had fifty Idlers, as opposed to twelve. Yikes.


  Mulling it over, John placed seven idlers into Idler Speed skill slot and one Idler into each of the Attack Skills. His current list read:


  Attack List:


  Palm Toughness - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 0/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time – 1s


  Knuckle Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 11/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time – 15m


  Elbow Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 0/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time – 1s


  Knee Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 0/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time – 1s


  Feet Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 0/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time – 1s


  Idlers Speed - Idlers 7/99, -1 Second Per Idler - 1/9, Time – 10d


  It was only just a few seconds before numerous ‘ding!’s rang.


  Four of the skills must have raised by two to three levels, each of them toughening up certain parts of his body. He only knew about the ligaments in the knuckles. Elbow Damage could mean hardening the funny bone, for all he knew.


  Walking out of the library with ‘ding!’s still ringing in his ears every couple of seconds, he could feel various parts of his body heating up as the changes took place.


  Scared that he might scream out in pain, he quickly ran out of the library and across the street. There was a small inn, just like Alan had mentioned. He recalled the free month of lodgings that Siders were supposed to get at this particular inn, but before getting to the entrance he heard one last ‘ding!’ notification. A pop-up came into view in his right field of vision.


  Congratulations! You have run for more than 1,000 feet total, unlocking a new skill: Sprinter


  Closing the pop-up and ignoring it for now, John hurried to the front desk and showed his ID card, asking for his lodgings. The desk person sensed his urgency and within a few minutes John was situated inside his new room. He flung himself onto the single-sized bed and clenched his teeth, once again submitting to the waves of pain that assaulted him.


  


  Chapter 8


  The System’s Surprise


  Twenty excruciating minutes later, the pain subsided. John, who lay panting on the bed, opened his skill list as he caught his breath.


  Attack List


  Palm Toughness - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 10/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time – 8m 43s


  Knuckle Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 12/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time – 18m 32s


  Elbow Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 10/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time – 8m 43s


  Knee Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 10/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time – 8m 43s


  Feet Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 10/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time – 8m 43s


  He was going to have to check each skill and figure out what each one did, but before that, he decided to check on the Idler Speed skill. It currently read as 9d 20h 4m 0s.


  So, almost four hours have passed over the last twenty minutes. With seven Idlers active, roughly six hours in real time converts to a whole day in the system.


  But, that’s still an increase of about ten times compared to the amount needed for the first level! It’s still going to take me just under sixty hours in real time to complete. That’s two and a half days!


  Eager to take his mind off the time, he hovered his vision over the newest addition to his skill list.


  Sprinter - Idlers 0/99, Reduction Cost - 0/10


  Sprinter:


  Reduction Cost: Reduces the amount of Stamina Points (SP) during faster movement speed.


  Only activated when moving faster than 8 miles per hour.


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: Increases movement speed.


  Level 0 = 10 SP every 10 seconds, Level 1 = 9 SP every 15 seconds… so on and so forth till… Level 9 = 2 SP every 80 seconds, Level 10 = 1 SP every 90 seconds


  SP? I thought Stamina was like the attack and defence skills. The higher the points, the higher the ranking, right? By the looks of it though, I guess I was wrong about that…


  Looking at the text that read ‘Stamina: N/A’ at the top of the screen, John held his gaze and counted to five.


  Stamina:


  You have Stamina Points (SP) and each action costs SP. Low level activities such as walking or sitting down while reading only costs 1 SP per hour, instead of seconds or minutes. The system calculates the amount of time you can fight for while supporting the cost of SP for Rank.


  You currently have 91/100 SP. Rating from H to SSS.


  H = 5 minutes, G = 10 minutes, F = 15 minutes, E = 20 minutes, D = 25 minutes, C = 30 minutes, B = 35 minutes, A = 40 minutes, S = 50 minutes, SS = 1 hour 30 minutes, SSS = 3 hours.


  So, with a level ten Sprinter skill, my maximum stamina would allow me two hours and thirty minutes of running. That’s much higher than rank SS but still lower than rank SSS.


  This is a godly skill, so I’m guessing it’s going to take a long time to level up. That extra thirty-minute difference to rank SSS though… Is there a different skill that can increase it?


  Not finding any skills that sounded like it could be related to Stamina, John started looking at the other Attack Skills instead.


  Palm Toughness:


  Power Level: Bonus in attack when using the crush grip.


  Speed: The time needed to open and close the grip, it is the same motion as a fist and the Knuckle Damage’s Speed skill stacks on top of this.


  Ignore Defence: You ignore 0.1% defence per level. (Stacks with other skills)


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: The skin on your palm gets slightly thicker, so it is harder to pierce while keeping the nerves and senses intact.


  Elbow Damage:


  Power Level: Bonus in attack when using the elbow to fight.


  Speed: The time needed to open and close an elbow joint.


  Ignore Defence: You ignore 0.1% defence per level. (Stacks with other skills)


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: The ligaments on both sides of the elbow is hardened but keeps the flexibility of the movement, at the maximum level they are almost impossible to break.


  Knee Damage:


  Power Level: Bonus in attack when using the knee to fight.


  Speed: The time needed to open and close a knee joint.


  Ignore Defence: You ignore 0.1% defence per level. (Stacks with other skills)


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: The ligament above the knee socket is usually a weakness. Normally, if it’s hit in the right spot it can cause involuntary movement of the leg. This could be fatal in a death match. As a bonus, this ligament is hardened and will no longer act as a weak spot.


  Feet Damage:


  Power Level: Bonus in attack when using any part below the ankle to fight.


  Speed: The time needed to turn the ankle in any direction.


  Ignore Defence: You ignore 0.1% defence per level. (Stacks with other skills)


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: Increases the power of short distance bursts of speed.


  Basically when everything’s maxed out, I can hit harder, faster, and ignore 50% of enemy’s defence with any of these attacks. I’ll have a couple of bonuses too.


  Ligaments hardened… I’m guessing that’s to stop me from damaging myself if I hit something at a wrong angle. But that’s too much information to process in one night for me, so screw it. I’m going to sleep. My brain is fried.


  And so, John rolled over and in mere seconds, he was sound sleep.


  Upon waking, the first thing he did was to check the Idle System. Still somewhat groggy from his rest, he skimmed through the Attack list.


  Attack List:


  Palm Toughness - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 15/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time – 32m 14s


  Knuckle Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 15/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100 Time – 22m 3s


  Elbow Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 15/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time – 32m 14s


  Knee Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 15/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time – 32m 14s


  Feet Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 15/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time – 32m 14s


  The other skills had finally caught up to Knuckle Damage, though the time needed on each of them varied by a few minutes. Knuckle Damage was still ahead of the others. He went into his other skills and turned Continue off.


  It was later than he thought. He had really slept in. When he was finally awake enough to head downstairs, he asked about breakfast. To his dismay, he found out that it was already after 9am, whereas the breakfast only lasted until 8:30am. This inn catered to ‘adventurers only’, and they were the type to usually leave before 8am.


  John was about ready to try begging for food—even cold leftovers would do at this point! But seeing the Sider’s desperation, the reception staff instructed John to where he could get a cheap and decent meal.


  Walking along the street, John approached a vendor selling sandwiches and bought one for £1. Meal in hand, he walked towards the library while he ate, scarfing it down before he arrived at the doorway. He wiped off his hands on his trousers and stepped into the building.


  John was absolutely sick of math. Figuring out how much time it took to complete each skill was growing to be a pain, especially since the amount of Idlers he had to factor in was constantly changing. For now, he just wanted to read some books while the Idlers did all the work for a change, and that’s when he received a pleasant surprise.


  ToolTip - The first Level in Senses is Time. With this skill activated, you will acquire a clock in the top right corner of the system. The system will then calculate the time needed for each skill. It will include Idler Speed and Max Idlers.


  “YES!!!” Punching the air in a victory pose, John couldn’t help but release a shout of joy. Realising where he was, he then glanced around to make sure that there was no one nearby to witness his outburst. Satisfied, he opened the Idle System and searched for Senses skill.


  Mind’s Strength - Idlers 0/99, Thinking Speed 0/100, Memory - 0/2, Senses - 0/10


  He ignored Thinking Speed and Memory, instead resting his gaze on Senses.


  Senses:


  The human mind has more than the five senses, even if most don’t realise it. Each level unlocked boosts one sense.


  He just had to wait for his current attack skills to finish levelling up. Once he had his Idlers back, it would be smooth sailing.


  Reading in the library, time flew by and before John knew it, the skills in question were complete. Seeing that he now had five of his twelve Idlers, he took a gamble and placed all five into the Senses skill slot. The timer immediately popped up, reading 6h for the first level. John converted that to roughly half an hour, so he closed the system and kept reading about the kingdom’s laws.


  ‘Ding!’


  Thirty minutes later, the bell sounded. John smiled and opened up the system, looking at the skill.


  Senses:


  The human mind has more than the five senses, even if most don’t realise it. Each level unlocked boosts one sense.


  First Sense: Time. You can keep track of time in any shape and form.


  John needed to test this to make sure the system wasn’t just screwing him over. He looked at Senses skill and placed one Idler into the slot.


  The time that the skill needed showed up as 30h, and was going down by 1 second. Hesitantly, he put the rest of the Idlers in and watched the timer drop down to 6h. Great, it works!


  With just a single Idler in, the sixty-hour had dropped to thirty because of the Idler Speed skill, which doubled the time per second that got knocked off. With 5 Idlers in, it knocked off ten seconds per second. Under these conditions, every hour in real time converted to six hours in the Idle System.


  John closed the system and went back to reading, feeling quite giddy. He buckled down to read, preparing to learn as much as he could within this month’s free lodging and library access. After this month, he’d have to fend for himself.


  


  Chapter 9


  After a Month


  Almost a month went by in a flash. It was now the second-to-last day of John’s free pass. At this point, John felt confident that he’d learned everything inside the essential education section of the library. Still, he returned to double and triple check that he did not accidentally skip over any books. Satisfied and convinced that he’d read them all, he opened the system.


  First, let’s just check the basic stats.


  Name: John


  Age: 15


  Idlers: 0/16


  HP: 61


  Attack: G (220 Points)


  Defence: N/A (20 Points)


  Stamina: N/A


  Okay, now, let’s get to the boring part first and review what I’ve learned about this place.


  There are five kingdoms total in this world, and none of them put much effort into coming up with names. We’ve got the Kingdom of the North, East, South, West and the Centre Kingdom. These names are for official purposes, to sound nobler.


  Unofficially, however, they’re called the North, East, South, West, and Central Kingdom. How original.


  The Centre Kingdom is the smallest, but the most powerful since no mortals are allowed there. The only information I’ve found here about that kingdom is that the immortals don’t have any royalty—only representatives of their sect. The representative is usually the member with most seniority or sometimes just the plain strongest of them.


  The other four kingdoms are quite similar with the only significant difference being that they have different royalty names. According to history, about ninety-thousand-years ago, four brothers fought each other for some priceless treasure where the Centre kingdom is today. They ended up losing it to a wild animal, got pissed off at each other, and then split up.


  After roughly thirteen to fifteen years after this split, South Kingdom was the first to be founded, shortly followed by the North and then West, with only a few years between each other. About twenty years later came East Kingdom.


  East Kingdom is where the first Sider ever showed up and rose into power, the fourth brother from the feud all those years ago was acting as the Sider’s adviser.


  There’s a theory as to why the Kingdom Treaty came to be. Some think the adviser to the king still hated his three brothers who went on to become kings of their own land. This brother kept advising the Sider to go to war with them.


  The plan was to fight them one at a time until all three were gone. But the king kept refusing for some reason or another. However, he was running out of excuses to refuse the war. The adviser was perfect for the job, aside from matters involving his brothers. But the Sider king didn’t want to lose his loyal support.


  Over the years, the king refused the war and instead built roads, hospitals, and other public service establishments. He wrote the laws and made courts of law, he raised houses and even introduced technology.


  John couldn’t believe this part of history. If the first Sider came from the same place that he did, and it was ninety-thousand-years ago, how did that Sider know how to build roads? How could he have known about the technology that he passed on? John though that finger painting on the walls of caves would have made more sense.


  Yet, the king introduced all these and more. He brought prosperity to his kingdom, and invited the other three royal families over to form the pact to stop any war from being declared.


  John found this part funny. The actual agreement revolved around laws against abusing the Siders or misusing the technology that the Sider king brought them.


  With that in mind, if you made an army roughly the same size as your enemy kingdom but slightly larger, and then equipped them with slightly better gear, you could make it look like it was a fair fight. Going along with this line of thought, you could easily get away with abusing the weak.


  John wondered at the expression of the king, had he known about this loophole. Surely after ninety-thousand-years and countless kings, advisers, and officials, surely someone would have thought of this loophole. Or perhaps it was discarded because the pros outweigh the cons? John could only wonder.


  The age before the first Sider King was known as the Dark Age—not because it was before the technological boom, but because on this planet, dinosaurs still existed and roamed the world. Humans were nothing but food to them. Then the birth of the monsters came. No one knows how they came to be. Some think a dinosaur mutated, or that a few got transported here like the Siders did.


  This was a blessing and a curse at the same time. The stronger monsters hunted the dinosaurs for food, driving them extinct. Then they started eating weaker monsters and even humans who dared to step into their territory during the hunt.


  The only blessing was they were not as active; most monsters above D rank slept during the day or even for weeks at a time to store energy in its core. Humans adapted and became stronger over time, and began to hunt stronger monsters. They eventually drove them back a little.


  In this era, the kingdoms built giant walls and armed them as much as possible.


  Usually, a town like this one, which is nicknamed newbie town, could hold against a Class C monster with a little luck. All the guards posted and the weapons bolted onto the city walls had proved to hold their own. The only reason it’s called newbie town is the low-level areas around here.


  Areas are just where the temperature, climate, monsters, plants and even the weather are different from other areas. Two areas could share a border, one side raining and the other sunny, and as long as the two areas have different weather patterns, there’s 0% chance they could mix or interfere with each other. It’s like there’s a big invisible wall down the border separating them.


  Area monsters typically stayed in their own areas, unless it was the King of the area looking to expand its territory. Monsters have evolved and adapted to survive and hunt in the areas that they have grown accustomed to. If a monster who has adapted to hours of scorching hot weather a day area went into an area where it’s snowing 24 hours a day… Let’s just say it wouldn’t last long.


  The measurements of time are the same as on Earth, for the most part. Twenty-four hours to a day, seven days to a week. The main difference is that each month always has twenty-eight days, which meant that there is a total of three hundred thirty-six days to a year.


  There is a total of forty-eight weeks per year, the current year being 90,12. The ninety stood for the ninety-thousand years since the birth of their society, and the twelve was the amount of years since passing that mark. Eventually it would count up to 90,9999. John scratched his head at the numbers, continuing with his summary.


  There aren’t many laws in the kingdoms, and they have roughly the same rules back on Earth. Murder is strictly forbidden, but self-defence is a handshake and a congrats though. If found guilty of murder rather than self-defence, the penalty is death by decapitation.


  The penalty for theft depends on how many times you’ve been caught and not on the value of what you’ve stolen. That way, if one were caught stealing the Kings Crown, he’d still only get branded with a T on his dominant hand. That’s the same punishment as someone who got caught stealing a loaf of bread.


  The second time, it’s an eye. For the third time you lose both of your hands to make sure there’s no fourth time.


  The punishment for rape is even crueller. If found guilty, your tongue is chopped off. Whatever’s left in your mouth is burnt to close the wounds, making sure you don’t die of blood loss. Hot metal needles are then injected into your penis and when it’s all burnt inside out and leaking pus from infection, they then chop it off to keep you from dying from infection. They brand both cheeks with the letter R and slice the tendons in your wrists so that you can never hold anything again. They chop your toes off so you can never walk without a walking stick—though, obviously, with both hands crippled you can’t use a walking stick anyway.


  99% of people found guilty of rape starve to death within a month, the 1% are the poor bastards that have food and water forced down them, so they just won’t die.


  John was pretty sure it was a female adviser who suggested this when the king was making the rules. It reminded him of the saying, “Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.”


  Now, for the last part! The World Map! It’s like what used to be Pangaea back on Earth—one big landmass. The landmass on a world map looks like a crooked circle but with a few jagged edges and islands in other places. It’s got rivers that go through the land into the sea, and I’m sure someone was bored enough to count how many of them there are, but I sure as hell am not.


  Each of the four mortal kingdoms has roughly the same size territory and totals to about two-thirds of the whole world area combined. Centre Kingdom, though, only has about a fifth the size of any kingdom’s area.


  The unclaimed lands are the areas where there are powerful monsters ranked above S as the area kings. Even if there are SSS adventurers, the monsters have the advantage of home-field and numbers. It would cost the humans too much to take them down, only to have another S class or above replace the monster eventually.


  The only upside to them is they can’t be bothered with hunting humans. As a meal, we don’t even fill them up, so as long as you leave them alone they won’t bother you. That’s how humans managed to map out the world.


  Mentally drained from going over everything he’d learned, John decided to take a break by opening up the Idle System. Time to look at all the progress I’ve made this month…


  Attack List:


  Palm Toughness - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 22/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time - 1mo 17d 6h 57m 16s


  Knuckle Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 22/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time - 1mo 17d 6h 57m 16s


  Elbow Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 22/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time - 1mo 17d 6h 57m 16s


  Knee Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 22/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time - 1mo 17d 6h 57m 16s


  Feet Damage - Idlers 1/99, Power Level - 22/100, Speed - 0/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100, Time - 1mo 17d 6h 57m 16s


  Defence List:


  Flesh’s Strength - Idlers 1/99, Regeneration - 15/100, Time - 13d 8h 19m 59s


  Organ’s Strength - Idlers 1/99, Regeneration - 12/100, Time - 7d 9h 4m 44s


  Blood’s Capacity - Idlers 1/99, Cell Speed - 7/100, Time - 14h 6m 26s


  Bones Density - Idlers 1/99, Toughness - 9/100, Time - 3d 16h 34m 21s


  Muscle Elasticity - Idlers 1/99, Cardiac - 8/100, Time - 1d 5h 16m 43s


  Mind’s Strength - Idlers 1/99, Thinking Speed 20/100, Memory - 1/2, Senses - 2/10, Time - 4d 15m 54s


  With the five skills in his Attack list, John took the Continue skill off before Knuckle Damage finished levelling. He waited ten-ish minutes for the other skills to complete as well, and then put all of his Idlers in at the same time to keep it neat and organized.


  My Attacking Points got boosted, and I’ve soared past Rank H and now I’m at Rank G instead. But when I got all the skills past level ten on the first day in the library, it didn’t show ten points. I think there’s something else that boosts the points, I just don’t know what.


  I’m still not on the ranking for defence or stamina—not even close. But most of this month was used getting Idlers Speed up to level four and Maximum Idlers up to fifteen. Now I can keep one Idler on most skills at once and keep three Idlers working on getting more.


  Even though this is worse than actually focusing a single skill, I don’t really have much of a choice. I calculated that Idlers Speed Level 5 needed over sixteen years to complete. The only silver lining is that number will go way down once the Level 4 Idlers Speeds skill kicks in.


  But even taking that into account, with one Idler in the skill it will still take over three years’ time. And even if I put every Idler in, I’m guessing it will still take months.


  I can’t risk it. It would take more time than I can afford right now. Suddenly, John’s breath hitched as he was struck by an anomaly. Wait, my sense of Time skill does all the calculations for me, so doesn’t that mean that the Idlers Speed Level 4 and Level 9 should be factored in? Do they not count? Unless there’s something that I’m missing…


  So far I’ve only been focusing on the Idle part of the system. In the Idle games that I used to play, ninety-nine percent of them had a manual part too, a click for cash option or something along that line to lower the levelling times.


  “System, please tell me you have something like manual clicking or something to help me out…?”


  After a few minutes with no reply, John sighed and decided to leave the library. He greeted the librarian, whom he’d gotten to know on a fundamental level during his month here.


  John strode past the man and exited the building. He couldn’t help but deem the librarian as unimportant, not even worth describing.


  After coming out the library, he opened the system and looked at the top right corner where it read ‘Time: 4:55 pm’. He then checked the last bit of his skills.


  Misc List:


  Idlers Speed - Idlers 0/99, -1 Second Per Idler - 4/9


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 3/99, +1 Max Idlers - 15/2159, Time - 26d 21h 34m 15s


  Analyser Eye - Idlers 1/99, Advanced - 0/1, Godly - 0/1, Time - 2mo 3d 16h 34m 12s


  Sprinter - Idlers 1/99, Reduction Cost 2/10, Time - 2mo 25d 19h 15m 32s


  Completed List:


  Organ’s Strength - Stomach Acid


  Analyser Eye - Basic


  Senses - Time and Sight


  Closing the system, he walked towards the Adventurer Guild. Tonight was the last night for his free lodging, so before he started his first adventure, he wanted to learn about the local plants, monsters, and areas.


  Since he levelled his Thinking Speed skill up to level twenty but kept his Memory skill at level one, he typically needed to read something roughly five times for it to stick in his brain for life. When the skill was at level 0, his thinking ability was like he had a roadblock in his mind where only small things got through. Even now, that roadblock was still there—it just had a bigger gap for more thoughts to slip through.


  Mind Strength:


  Thinking Speed: Same thoughts and even reaction time in a fight become quicker by 0.01s (10 milliseconds) each level.


  Memory: Level 1 increases your long-term memory so you’ll never forget and gives you eidetic memory. Level 2 increases short-term memory so you’ll always remember and gives you photographic memory.


  Senses:


  Second Sense: Sight, Able to see further when concentrating, and look through all illusions.


  I’m pretty sure starting out with level 0 in all the Mind Strength Skills was the system’s way of telling me I’m stupid. Just a little theory I’ve come up with. I’ve noticed that with the Memory skill at level 1, memorising writings and understanding their meanings are still rather difficult.


  Pictures, on the other hand, are easy to remember, even if I’ve only glanced at it once. It’s like I’ve developed a photographic memory. Though, I suppose that’s most likely the eidetic memory working, so photographic memory must be towards the writings instead. I did not know there was a difference, honestly. I always thought photographic memory was a perfect memory of everything.


  Just as he got to the Guild Hall’s Entrance, he heard the ‘ding!’ of the system’s notification.


  


  Chapter 10


  The End of the Holiday


  Congratulations for finding a bug in the system! The Senses skill Time and Idle Speed skill both clash. We have rewarded you with 1 Skill Point.


  The Level 4 and 9 bonuses for the Idlers Speed skill has been removed.


  Stunned, John checked on the skill’s description again.


  Idlers Speed:


  Every level increases the time taken off per Idler.


  It’s gone, so the system can update or upgrade itself?


  With that thought in mind, he looked at the top of the screen.


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.1


  Wasn’t it 1.0 last month? John rested his vision on the 1.1 text and counted to five.


  Version of the system. Each skill obtained increases the version up to 1.9.


  So getting the Sprinter skill made the version update… wait, what if I get a useless skill? Like, if I had to cook out in the wilderness, could it give me the cooking skill? I don’t want that, thank god I spent a month just sitting in the library reading and eating my meals at the inn. I’d gone and done something else, I might have gotten a useless skill.


  I wonder what happens after 1.9, though. Does it stay there forever, or will it upgrade to 2.0 somehow?


  Wait, how come the system didn’t reply to me straight away? It shouldn’t have taken more than a few seconds, yet I’ve been walking down this street for minutes before a reply.


  Have the roles been reversed? I’m the game that carries on with whatever I’m doing, and the system is the gamer who comes and checks on me every now and then? Who’s the “we” whenever the system gives me something?


  Too many unanswered questions. John didn’t want to think anymore—his brain was on the verge of a complete meltdown. While he was walking, he put the new skill point into Idlers Speed to raise it to Level 5. After a few more minutes, he reached the Guild Hall.


  Walking in, it was just as noisy as the first time. He looked at the ten counters. He knew the far left one was for registering new adventurers. The far right counter and the one to its left with the words ‘Buying’ on top of them was for the Guild Hall to buy the monster cores and any other goods one might want to sell.


  The two remaining counters had the word ‘Selling’ hovering above them. John learned in the library that if one needed to buy a specific monster core or any pieces of equipment that you couldn’t find upstairs, you could put in a request here. The other five counters had ‘Quests’ written above them. Those were where you could accept, turn in, abandon, or commission quests.


  John walked up to the registering counter since there was no line. The very same woman who registered him only a month ago was looking down and reading. Noticing him walk over, she raised her head.


  “Hi, I know this is the counter for registering, but I was wondering if there was a way to learn about the areas around here.” John spoke quickly, as if trying to get everything out before the woman could shoo him away to another counter. “I’ve finished the books in the library, and I wanted to get a better grasp before going out and doing quests.”


  “Usually when accepting a quest,” the woman replied in a flat tone, “the information about the area’s monsters, plants, and travel routes are provided. But if you want to learn all surrounding areas, the guild does have an area map for sale. It includes things like highest ranked monster seen in the area, various weather patterns, and safe routes.”


  “And how much would that cost?”


  “£10 for each area map.”


  I’ve got £11 in total, John frowned deep in thought. If I’m going to do a quest, I might need supplies like food, water, a tent, and if it’s cheap enough a basic fire monster core to start a fire.


  “Sorry, haven’t got enough,” he said with a shrug. “Guess I’ll have to go take on a quest then. Thanks.”


  The woman just nodded at John and continued reading.


  John walked to the far right where the job board was. Looking at the board, he saw each mission was divided by rank, the categories only going up to Rank C. Maybe because it’s the newbie town and Rank C was the hardest quest they would accept to post here?


  John walked down to the Rank H newbie quests. Even though his stats put him at a Rank G, he’d never been in a real fight before. The bat he managed to kill shouldn’t have counted since it was the boulder that knocked it out. He didn’t know how he would react when facing something larger like the Continuous Bear in an actual one-on-one fight.


  Most of the quests listed here revolved around finding herbs and other plants. Some were going along with other parties to be a baggage carrier.


  John picked up a quest to find a rare plant in an area called Loose Forest. He walked off to the Quest counter with the fewest people in line.


  When it was John’s turn at the counter, the man at the counter put his hand out and waited for John to give him the quest slip. John gave him the sheet and looked at the man, who was bald with thick black eyebrows and droopy eyes. The man accepted the paper and read it over, pulling out a folder from underneath the counter and drawing out a piece of paper.


  “Give me your ID, and I’ll mark this quest as being taken,” the man’s voice slinked out with all the dreariness of a bored office worker. “If you don’t return after seven days, the guild will assume you have died and will repost the quest. All information needed to complete the quest is here.”


  John nodded, handed him his ID and took the paper. A few seconds later, the man returned the ID and put the folder back under the counter. John went to the area with the seats, sat down, and started reading over the quest details.


  Quest: Find a Black Petunia Flower.


  Description: Black flower with five straight edges, silver and green in the middle. It usually grows on rocks, digging its roots through stones to absorb the compound silica. It doesn’t need sunlight to grow and is not poisonous.


  Location: Loose Forest.


  Locations Dangers That Are Known: Rank H Continuous Bear is the strongest creature in this area.


  Reward: £75


  When John read the description it suddenly clicked. Loose Forest must have been where he woke up and met Alan and the others. It was about a six-hour walk northwest from here.


  The woman at the register counter had said that, usually when accepting quests, you were given details about the location. But this seems a bit…. lacking, doesn’t it? The reward is high, though, so that must mean that the flower is rare.


  Sighing, John got up and asked around about where he could buy camping supplies. He was directed outside of the Adventurer Guild and to a little shop right around the corner.


  Entering the shop, he found canned food at £4 each, a water bottle at £8, the cheapest tent they had at £30, a small compass for £1, and finally a small sack was £2.


  The problem was that John only had £11. Sorting out his priorities, he purchased the water bottle, compass, and a small sack. The bottle had a clip at the end which he proceeded to tie it to the bottom of his shirt. He didn’t want to clip the bottle to his trousers; he had no belt so the weight of the bottle might pull down his pants. He’d already experienced enough indecent exposure to last him a lifetime.


  He put the compass in the bag, which was light enough to safely tie it to one of the belt slots on his trousers. Almost ready to venture out, John turned to the store clerk and asked where he could fill the bottle up.


  The closest well to here was at the centre of the city, not far from the Guild Hall. John thanked the man and proceeded to fill the water bottle from the well. With all preparations made, he headed back to the inn for a good night’s rest.


  Tomorrow, he’d be on his own to survive.


  While John was eating his dinner from the Inn, the manager came and notified him of the inn rates. If John wanted to carry on renting, the price would ring up to be £15 a night. This included breakfast, lunch and a safe deposit box at the back of the Inn. John promised that he would rent out a room upon his return from a quest into the Loose Forest. Quite pleased, the manager smiled and offered the Sider a gift of free breakfast in the morning—a congratulations gift from the inn for starting his adventure. John thanked him, finished his meal, and headed to bed.


  6:30 am


  John could see the time blinking in the corner of his vision. Eyes adjusting to the light that was pouring in through the curtains, he opened up the system to check over his statistics once more.


  Blood’s Capacity - Idlers 1/99, Cell Speed - 8/100, Transportation - 0/10, White Cells - 0/10, Time - 7h 8m 35s


  Muscle Elasticity - Idlers 1/99, Cardiac - 9/100, Skeletal - 0/100, Smooth - 0/100, Time - 14h 18m 21s


  Blood’s Capacity and Muscle Elastic levelled up in the night, but he didn’t feel any different. There were no points added to attack or defence either. He thought it odd until realised that he hadn’t checked the information about the other skills.


  Organ Strength:


  Regeneration: Heals all organs and shifts them back into place if an impact was strong enough to knock them.


  Lung Capacity: When holding air, it will last much longer before needing to breathe again.


  Stomach Acid: The user can eat and drink whatever he wants without worry. The Stomach Acid skill will dissolve bones, poisons, and even metals very quickly. It will also be impossible to suffer from any illness that involves the Gastric acid.


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: Strengthens all organs most outside flesh, they become as hard as steel but keeps the flexibility and functions.


  Regeneration Level 10 = 10 points, Level 25 = 40 points, Level 50 = 75 points, Level 100 = 150 points.


  Blood’s Capacity:


  Cell Speed: Increases the speed of all cells through the blood without harming the circulatory system.


  Transportation: All cells can carry more.


  White Cells: Boosts all white cells attacking ability, at max level, it can get rid of everything harmful to the body, and you will be immune to all diseases and poisons that enter the circulatory system.


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: The body will have ten times more Defence points.


  Bones Density:


  Toughness: Increases the bone’s strength while keeping the weight of each bone the same.


  Marrow: Increases the number of stem cells in each bone.


  Cell production: Turns the stem cells in the bones into other cells the body needs at a faster rate.


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: All bones will become as hard as diamonds.


  Toughness Level 10 = 10 points, Level 25 = 40 points, Level 50 = 75 points, Level 100 = 150 points


  Muscle Elasticity:


  Cardiac: Makes the heart able to pump harder per beat but keeps the rhythm, sound and everything else the same.


  Skeletal: All movements can be ten times faster at max level.


  Smooth: Allows all organs with this muscle to expand and relax much faster.


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: The whole body functions much faster than an average person.


  Holy shit, so when all these are complete, my immune system will be near perfect. The only poisons that would be able to harm me would be the ones affecting the skin, since my organs and blood will be completely immune… Is that right?


  Then, if I compare a regular person who, for example, pump a litre of blood every second… My body will be pumping maybe ten or twenty times that…


  It’ll be as is my body is on stimulants twenty-four hours a day without any of the risks or side effects!


  After the excitement wore off, John got dressed and made sure that he remembered all of his supplies. After double-checking, he went downstairs and waited for breakfast.


  By 7 am, he’d bid his goodbyes to the manager and walked out of the inn. He needed to head towards the West City Gate, where he first entered the city. Pulling his compass out, he looked up at the correct direction began walking.


  ‘Ding!’


  


  Chapter 11


  Strength Test


  Congratulations for thinking up a valid add-on skill! We have included the add-on in the inventory.


  Opening up the system, John was looking through the skills when he noticed the new add-on.


  Flesh’s Strength - Idlers 1/99, Regeneration - 15/100, Immunity - 0/2


  Flesh’s Strength:


  Immunity: Level 1 will make sure no scars are left behind after healing. Level 2 will make sure anything harmful is filtered out of the skin cells.


  Oh, so at level 2 of the new Immunity skill, plus the White Cells skill, I’ll be completely immune to all poisons. More importantly, skills can be thought of instead and added to the system?


  Midas’ hand of gold with the off and on option would be good to make sure I’m able to survive…. No? John tried harder to get the system to register his ideas. Zeus’s ability to throw thunder will help me survive any deadly crisis too…. Nothing? Bollocks.


  After walking through the city gate and still receiving no response from the system, John turned slightly to his right and headed northwest toward Loose Forest.


  Because the Flesh’s Strength skill already had an Idler in and is still levelling up, he couldn’t take it out. However, he could try to alter what the Idler was working on, switching it to work on Immunity instead of Regeneration. It worked, and the new countdown that popped up read 1d.


  Wow, that means that the first skill needed six days total. After mulling this over in his head, he looked at the top of the screen again.


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.2


  Sure enough, it’s updated again. I can get seven more skills by either thinking up plausible skills or by doing repeated actions. So before I get to Loose Forest, I should think of skills which might help me in the long run.


  During the 6 hours journey to the forest, he came up with things like “Weakness Detector”, “Ghost Whisperer”, “Fire Breath”, and even “Transparent Map”. Nothing worked, so he merely carried on his path.


  Pausing his stroll, John looked up at the tall trees in the distance. He was almost there. ‘Ding!’


  Congratulations for thinking up a valid new skill. It has been added to the list.


  John opened the system and looked at the top first.


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.3


  His gaze worked its way to the bottom of the list.


  Directions - Idlers 0/99, Map 0/1, Transparent 0/1, Icons 0/1


  Directions:


  Map: A 2D map of the surrounding five miles in each direction, with you always in the centre. (Quest Locations Included)


  Transparent: Keep the map open without blocking your view.


  Icons: Add icons like enemies, neutral, ally, points of interest, buried treasure and more.


  That’s when he noticed there wasn’t a “Bonus for maxing all skill levels” listed at the bottom of the description. Looking through all the skills to see if he missed any other skills with no bonuses, he noted that the Mind Strength skill had no bonus.


  “System, I think you missed the bonus for maxing out the Mind Strength skill. If you have, fix it. If it isn’t a mistake, that’s some bullshit,” John complained to the system but felt he was getting greedy. All the other skills could already make him near indestructible in the mortal world, at least, once he reached the level cap for everything.


  He was looking forward to the first Map skill, though. If this flower truly was rare, it could take days of searching. With a map that points and says “here it is!”, he could complete the quest in a few hours instead!


  John felt unstoppable. He could take on any quest to find any item and was guaranteed a 100% completion rate. Just so long as he was able to beat the strongest monster in that area. Who else in the world could say that? He turned the Continue skill off and closed the system.


  When he finally reached the edge of Loose Forest, his mind wandered over to Alan, Peter and Cyril. They said that they were returning to do a quest in this forest too. Of course, he forgot to ask what the quest was, but then again it might’ve been rude to ask.


  Still looking at the system, John he gazed at his 220 Attack points. Eyes darting to his stamina, he registered that it was 99/100. The one stamina loss was probably through the 6 hours of walking here. He really needed to test how strong he was and check his stamina usage out too.


  With that in mind, he walked up to the nearest tree. It was as big as the ones deeper in the forest, about 100 feet tall and just over 8 feet wide. Taking a basic boxing stance that he remembered, John put his left foot forward and his right foot back, shoulder width apart. Mustering his strength, he threw a straight right at the tree, turning his hip with the blow.


  BANG!


  His fist carved into the tree about two inches deep, small cracks spreading around the hole where half of his fist was sunken into the bark. Pleased with the result, he glanced up at his stamina. It now read 98/100. 1 point per punch, then.


  Walking around the tree to his right, John stopped at the other side and turned around. With a sudden flash of motion, he pushed off of the ground as fast as he could, putting his left foot forward.


  Surprisingly enough, he landed about four feet away from the tree. His stamina still sat at 98/100, which John noted with a grin. Not quite done with his test, John tilted his head to the left and right then stretched out his arms. He lifted his left leg, shook it, put it back and did the same with his right leg.


  Another flash of movement, and he pushed off as fast as he could. This time he landed in front of the tree on his left leg, but he was still skidding across. Desperate not to lose momentum, he punched out.


  BOOM!


  This time with the extra speed and his weight being pushed further because of it, his entire arm was deep inside of the tree, stopping just before his elbow.


  Around where his arm had crashed into the tree, the bark began to sink in. Spider web cracks spread across the surface, spanning out across the tree’s bark for about two feet. Astounded, he pulled his arm out of the tree and took a look at the damage done to his arm. It was all cut up and bleeding.


  Looking at the cuts, he noticed the edges slowly closing. At only level 15, the healing skill was visible to the naked eye. A weird thought crept up on him as he watched the wound heal itself little by little.


  At level 100 for the Regeneration skill in Flesh’s Strength, if a sword or dagger managed to stab me, would the wound heal so fast that it would close with the weapon still inside of me? Will it be like plucking hairs? Even that hurts like hell, but this is bound to be about a million times more painful!


  Sighing at the thought of plucking a sword from his arm, John cast one last glance at the damage and walked further into the forest.


  He scanned the area for any big rocks that could be hard to climb or scale. The flower was sure to be in an environment like that. He started wandering around, keeping an eye out for bears, rabbits, bats or anything else that could threaten him.


  An hour gradually passed. ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’ Two?


  Congratulations for finding a mistake in the system! The bonus for maxing all skill levels for the Mind Strength and Direction skills are now included. We have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.


  How come I’m only getting one skill points for pointing out two mistakes?! Wait… First, it was killing a beast, then a ranked monster… I still don’t know the difference between them yet, but the system is registering them differently…


  At first, I was awarded for finding a clash of skills, which the system called a bug. Now it’s a called a mistake? Did they just forget to put the bonuses in the description or did they forget to add a bonus in the first place? I can’t figure this stupid thing out!


  I doubt I’ll get any other skill points by finding other bugs or mistakes. Same goes for killing any of the same rank of monsters. It makes sense. Anyway, that’s one ‘ding’ down. Where’d the other one come from?


  Looking at the system, John had 1/16 Idlers free. It must have just finished levelling up! Putting the Continue skill back on, and then placing the free Idler into the Direction skill slot, he checked over his list once more.


  Blood’s Capacity - Idlers 0/99, Cell Speed - 9/100, Transportation - 0/10, White Cells - 0/10


  Ah, so that was the one that levelled up. He couldn’t feel anything different at all, but then again it was slow progress. The only reason he felt it so much with the attack skills was because he levelled up too fast. He doesn’t want to do that again.


  He put the skill point into the Idlers Speed skill and raised it to level 6. Satisfied, he checked out the new bonuses.


  Mind’s Strength:


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: Removes the chemical melatonin when produced and automatically do everything else your body does while sleeping, this removes the need for sleep, you will never get sleepy again. (you can still sleep if you want to though.)


  Directions:


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: System’s screen will become transparent.


  Surprised and happy about the new skill bonuses, John closed the system and walked further into the centremost part of the Loose Forest. He hummed a chipper tune.


  


  Chapter 12


  The Manual Part


  After three hours of tactlessly searching for any large rocks and black flowers with almost no parameters at this point, John came up with absolutely nothing.


  His best bet was to find some food and settle down to sleep for the night. Tomorrow, he would wait for the new map skill to finish completing, and hopefully one of the flowers would appear within a five-mile radius in any direction. Then, he could just go to the place it indicated, get the plant, and be on his way back to town.


  With this plan in mind, he started searching for something to hunt for dinner. He hadn’t seen any of those jumbo rabbits and didn’t feel like fighting a bear. If he could help it, he really didn’t want to eat a bat.


  Guess with the new stomach acid, I could technically just eat grass or something. The thought that an animal might have defecated on it put him off to the whole idea.


  Still not seeing any animals whatsoever, John directed his attention upwards at the tree branches to see if there were any birds or other edible creatures. While he did spot some birds, they were fairly small, about the size of a sparrow. He would need to kill about fifty of them to fill himself up, and the only way he could kill them at this point was to throw rocks at them and hope the birds felt suicidal.


  That’s when John remembered the waterfall from the cliff that he initially woke up by. Surely the river at the bottom would have animals drinking there. It was the perfect place to hunt. Gathering his directional bearings, he took his compass out and worked out which direction he needed to head: northeast.


  ‘Ding!’


  He didn’t get very far before he heard the system again.


  Muscle Elasticity - Idlers 1/99, Cardiac - 10/100, Skeletal - 0/100, Smooth - 0/100, Time - 1d 2h 30m


  He suddenly had an impression that his heart was pumping more blood than usual. John held a hand to his chest and felt for his pulse.


  Two hours later, he could hear the sound of the waterfall in the distance. John slowed his pace down and kept the shelter of any trees or bushes he found along the way. It was all he could do to stay out of sight while approaching the waterfall.


  Soon, he arrived about eighty feet away from the waterfall and the river. The river was travelling to the west and from what he could make out, there were no animals here. Maybe because of the noise? John started moving downstream while sticking to the tree line as much as possible.


  Around forty minutes passed, and he finally spotted a Jumbo Rabbit (name credit: me, thank you very much!) drinking water from the river. It was a little smaller than the one he saw fall victim to the bats. By his estimation, it was only three feet tall and one foot wide.


  Now, how am I going to kill it? Even then, how am I going to dismantle it?


  Looking around, he found no stones, rocks or any makeshift tools to use. It was all bushes, grass and dirt. Left with no other choice, he settled on the only thing he could think of. He had to punch the thing to death.


  Coming to this conclusion, he had two courses of action. One: he could wait for the rabbit to finish drinking and pray that it walked towards him. Or two: he could charge out now, surprise the rabbit, and hopefully catch it before it got too far.


  But before he could decide between his options, the rabbit finished drinking and hopped away in the opposite direction.


  FUCK!


  John sprung out as fast as he could towards the rabbit. In response, the rabbit stood up and turned its head towards the noise, spotting John. With its head faced upward, John could see its face; it had dark red eyes and buck teeth—really, really sharp buck teeth.


  The rabbit was the one who took John by surprise. Against all expectations, it charged directly at him and jumped up to bite his neck! This rabbit was a carnivore!


  John got close to the rabbit with all the momentum of his sprint and punched out with a left jab. His idea was to stun the rabbit and keep it from biting him.


  BANG!


  The hit landed, and as John’s fist made contact, half the rabbits face disappeared. The rabbit’s body was still in motion when it collapsed onto John. Stunned at the power of the punch, plus the fact that it had landed so smoothly, John stared down at the body of the rabbit, blood gushing from the open wound.


  Was the rabbit thinking it could have survived the blow? Or was it just too slow to react?


  ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’


  Congratulations on your first kill with system’s skills! You have unlocked the Time Pool. 1 second has been added for killing the Buck Tooth Rabbit.


  Congratulations for dismantling part of a creature! We have given you the skill Dismantler.


  So blowing part of the head off a rabbit counts as ‘dismantling’? John looked around to make sure it was safe and then opened the system.


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.4


  Name: John


  Age: 15


  Idlers: 0/16


  Time Pool: 1s


  Time Pool: Take the life of anything using the system’s skills. The system will turn the vitality you’ve destroyed into time, which you can put into any skill to reduce the time by said amount.


  Dismantler:


  Look at any creature and this skill will show you where to cut for the best and most natural results.


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: If the option is turned on, it will show you the target’s weakness and the best way to dismantle the enemy alive.


  So because I used the Knuckle Damage skill while blowing up this rabbit’s head, the vitality, which could be described as its remaining lifespan, was taken by the system and converted into time. But what’s with the ratio? I don’t know how old this rabbit was or how long it had left to live if I hadn’t killed it, but 1 second? That’s a bit low, isn’t it?


  Either way, this must be the “manual” part of the system that I was talking about. The more I kill, the more time I can absorb and apply to any skill.


  John turned the Continue skill off and then closed the system, wondering what to do with this rabbit. Peering down he noted the remaining half of its skull, blood, brains, and bits of bone splattered everywhere.


  Going a little pale, he took slow, deep breaths while making sure to keep eye contact with the massacre. He was going to have to get used to these kinds of scenes at some point. He figured the sooner the better. Even back on Earth, humans still had to kill to survive. It’s just that in the modern era, only a few people killed the animals and the rest got packaged meat.


  He stayed by the rabbit’s ruined corpse and took in the smell of the blood. John toyed with the skull a bit, tilting it over and letting all the blood drain out. After most of the blood had drained, he then pinched the skin at the end of the wound with his left hand’s thumb and middle finger. Taking a deep breath, he tugged on the skin.


  The skin was attached to everything underneath, and as he pulled harder, the meat along with the skin ripped off the bone, veins and all.


  He stuck his left hand’s index finger in between the layer of skin and fur, hoping to separate them a little. Pulling both ends apart, he found the result was not perfect, but it’s still seemed like it would be edible. After all, if desperate then he could always eat the fur and bones. The Stomach Acid and Impurity Filter skills would see that he could safely consume the creature. Luckily, he wasn’t that desperate just yet.


  After an hour, John’s managed to separate the fur, bones and meat into clumps. He wound up with about four nice pieces that were about nine inches in length each. While two of them were much thicker than the other two, each piece would serve him well. Somewhat tired from the whole process, he decided he needed to get a knife as soon as possible to do this more comfortably.


  The river was perfect to wash the meat in. Once John was done cleaning each piece, he hung them over his arm to keep it from falling onto the floor.


  While holding the pieces of meat in his left hand, he looked around for any dry bits of wood. After a whole ten minutes of searching, not one bit of wood was to be found. There weren’t even any dry leaves for him to use, and the living bark all around him all seemed perfectly healthy. The branches were too high up for any monsters or beasts to break them, and the only birds around here were too small to send any pieces his way.


  Now he had nothing to burn. Nothing to start a fire. Nothing to keep the pieces of meat on the fire to cook. All he had were a few pieces of meat and a carcass near the river.


  It was just after 3pm, and John was getting hungry. If he ran, he might be able to get back to the city in an hour or so—so long as his stamina didn’t run out before then. If he walked, it would take roughly seven or eight hours.


  Gritting his teeth, he held the meat in front of his mouth and forced himself to take a big bite, chewing a few times and then swallowing.


  After a minute of anxious gorging, he’d eaten all the meat and was trying his best to keep the food in his stomach. He knew he couldn’t be poisoned or get diarrhoea or anything else. It was the thought of eating raw meat that got to him.


  This is only temporary, he told himself. It’s for my survival.


  Once he got the map skill he could get the quest completed and buy the right equipment for survival in the woods. He could even afford to live in the inn for a few days too.


  With that thought in mind, he made his way back to the carcass, steeling his nerves. He picked up the skull, which was still missing its left half, and went to the river to wash it out. Time passed, and soon enough he held the clean rabbit skull in his left hand. With a new resolve alighting within, he punched down with his right hand, breaking off small pieces that fell on the ground.


  He started picking the bits of bone up, dipping them in the water before placing them into his mouth and swallowing. He didn’t even chew. His fists were strong enough to break the bone, but he knew that his teeth weren’t.


  When it came down to it, he’d rather eat tasteless bone than fur with blood stains on it.


  


  Chapter 13


  The Desperation


  After eating all the bones, John felt full. He ran to the river and plunged his head in, trying to wash out the taste of raw meat as well as any pieces of bone that remained in his mouth.


  Once he’d had his fill of water, John came up for air. The river didn’t move very fast here. Looking down, he could make out a vague reflection. It suddenly hit him. From the beginning, he had wondered what he looked like, but when getting into town he’d completely forgotten about his appearance. He never encountered any coincidentally place mirrors or glass, so it never struck him.


  John couldn’t see any details in the reflection, just a blurry figure. He gave up and made a mental note to check once he got back. This time he must NOT forget!


  The meat, bones, and water left him feeling very full at least. Now he just had to wait until tomorrow afternoon for his map to complete. For the time being he figured he could find and hunt some things and add to the Time Pool. He had nothing better to do, and even if it only rewarded him with a few seconds per kill, it would eventually add up. With that thought in mind as well as his recent experience in discovering that the rabbits were carnivores, he didn’t need to hide any more. He followed the river downstream. Just as he started down his way, however, a thought hit him like a bolt of lightning.


  Waterfall = cliff = rocks = flower?


  It was worth a shot. He hurried upstream to the waterfall, reaching the fall in about twenty minutes. There were loads of rocks behind the waterfall as far as he could see, but it was all grey. There was no cave behind it either, which was a bit disappointing.


  He looked up and saw nothing black. He couldn’t climb and couldn’t cross the river either. Still, he walked along the bottom of the cliff looking up to see if he could find anything.


  Still nothing.


  He eventually got to the edge where the slope began. It was where he first came down. It felt like it was forever ago.


  John turned around and started to backtrack to where the rabbit died. From there, he could go further downstream to hunt. When he got close to place where he killed the rabbit, he spotted a big, round, black ass about a hundred feet away. It had a small tail and was eating the carcass that he’d abandoned.


  Realising what the creature was, he dove into the bushes on his left to hide before it turned around.


  SAFE! How the fuck is my luck so bad?! Already survived one Continuous Bear attack with another party, and now that I’m on my own I meet another one?! My attack might be ranked higher than it, but I’ve got no defence against it either. If I can kill the bear with one blow then he can kill me in one attack, too! Aargh, it’s too risky. Which way is the wind going? I need to go downwind, so he doesn’t smell me out.


  John picked up some grass and tossed it in the air. The wind blew it the same direction as the river.


  SHIT— upwind! The bear can sniff me out anytime it wants, I need to leave NOW!


  “GROOOOAAAAR!!!”


  The bit of grass that John so carelessly offered to the wind had made it way down to where the bear was. Without a moment’s hesitation, the creature had picked up his scent, and was now looking directly at his hiding spot.


  RUN!


  John bolted as fast as he could, away from the river, trying to stay out of sight from the bear. He went around trees and through any bushes he could find, anything to obscure the monster’s vision. The only thing he had to hope for was that maybe the bear was too preoccupied with feeding to deal with a running target.


  After what seemed like an age of running, John was overcome by a wave of tiredness all of a sudden, almost as if he could fall asleep while standing. His vision darted into the system and he checked his stamina— it was currently at 1/100.


  Shit, I forgot about the stamina! I don’t even know how long it takes to regenerate. Here I am with a monster bear hunting me down, and my mind wants to sleep! I can’t fall asleep here!


  PAP!


  John slapped himself as hard as he could, actually drawing blood. He had to wake up!


  Should not have done that, John’s panic rose. Now, I’ve got the smell of fresh blood on me. If the bear is tracking me down, that slap helped the bear more than it helped me.


  “GROOOAAARRR!”


  Sweat beading on his forehead, John turned around to face the monster. He couldn’t run any more. He didn’t even know if the system would let him throw a punch without any stamina, but if he did nothing then it was game over.


  The bear ran around the trees in the distance, and John could see it now. He activated his Senses skill ‘Sight’ to see further. With the skill in use, he could make out the blood dripping from the mouth full of big, lethally sharp teeth.


  The bear’s eyes locked onto him.


  Continuous Bear


  HP: ***


  Attack: **


  Defence: **


  The system’s words popped up, surprising John. He quickly skimmed over it and closed it. That must have been the Analyser Basic skill, so basic it couldn’t do anything at all. John bit back his complaint with a twinge of annoyance.


  Continuous Bear


  HP: **0


  Attack: **


  Defence: **


  Fuck this system! It’s just toying with me! I’m sure of it now! Someone somewhere is watching me and enjoying the hell out of this show. Well, he can personally fuck right off for thinking he can screw around with me right here and now, of all times!!!


  Anger. John felt pure hatred for whoever or whatever was at the other side of the system at this point, but could do nothing about it. At the very least, he figured he could vent his anger out on the bear before he died.


  “GROOOAARRR!”


  This time, it was John that let out a roar and charged forward, mustering whatever energy he could get out of his tired body. His shout was much louder than that bear’s, but the bear didn’t care and carried on charging. Once he was within arm range, the bear stood up and swiped his right claws at John’s head.


  John moved his head to the left, followed by his body ducking in the same direction and thrusting forward towards the bear. The claw had missed for the most part, but it’s furthest outer nail had nicked John just above his right eyebrow. The flesh tore apart all the way to his right earlobe.


  Ignoring the pain and ducking forward to dodge the claws, John turned at an angle so that the bear was in the centre of his vision. He put his right foot forward, knee bent, right arm tucked into his hip, and pushed up with his knee with all of his might, his fist at a forty-five-degree angle. Vaguely, in the back of his mind, John recalled seeing the move somewhere before in a game he used to play.


  The punch drilled into the bear’s weakest part, the underside, and then continued its way upward. Arm now fully sunken into the flesh, blood gushed out like a waterfall, completely painting John red. He felt the bear’s heartbeat getting weaker and weaker. John opened and clenched his fist onto whatever organs he could get his hands from inside of the bear. This was one of the motions the skills strengthened called Crush Grip.


  The dying bear kept clawing at John’s back, trying to get him off. However, John was too close for it to use its full strength. As its final act, the bear started to fall forward as if trying to take John down with it. Two tons of muscle, flesh, and bones began to fall on top of John.


  John felt the bear tilting forward, and guessed that it’s about to collapse. In retaliation, he tried to pull his arm out the bear’s innards. He shifted his left shoulder down and tilted to the left, so his head and chest were away from the bear. He got his hand halfway out, but the speed of the fall eventually caught up to him and his hand was pulled back in.


  BANG!


  John had no time to move. The two-ton carcass fell directly on top of him. His only saving grace was that his head wasn’t crushed underneath the mound of flesh. The corpse landed on John’s chest and torso, where it now lay in a puddle of its own warm blood.


  Trying to free himself, John found his left arm pulled out quick and easily, but his right arm was numb. It might have even been broken from punching the bear open. His body was still at an angle when the bear fell onto him, so he could no longer feel anything below his chest for that matter.


  It’s a lucky thing that his head and shoulders had landed inside a small bush. To any observers, it would just look like the bear was sleeping, John’s head would not be visible. The only giveaway was the pool of blood oozing from the bear’s underside. Just a minor detail.


  The bear’s right arm lay languidly across John’s chest with the bear’s head to his right. John used his left hand, gripped the bear’s arm and pulled at an angle to his left. With a bit of effort, the limb’s flesh tore from the rest of the body, despite the naturally protective fur. Blood started leaking out of the wound, but John paid it no heed.


  He was too busy greedily consuming as much of the limb as he could, desperate to regain his stamina. Once he’d completely devoured the piece he ripped off, he then reached out again to tear off some more of the flesh. After a minute, the one side of the entire bear’s arm was gone.


  John was full and couldn’t move. Maybe he was even paralysed. John had no way of knowing, but at least he was still alive. He could eat whatever he needed to survive now. He had no other option.


  ‘Ding!’


  John was coming to terms with the situation when the chime broke his concentration. Recalling how pissed the system made him, he opened up the display.


  Congratulations on facing your first true life-and-death fight head-on with courage and determination! For killing your enemy in a single strike, we have awarded you with a onetime gift of 5 Skill Points. The Continuous Bear’s 1-hour worth of Time Pool has been increased by ten times. In addition, the Idlers Speed skill bonus for Level 9 has been remastered to reduce all time needed for any skill by half.


  What is this, a make-up gift? Fine, I’ll forgive you. John rolled his eyes at the system as he scanned the screen.


  Name: John


  Age: 15


  Idlers: 0/16


  Time Pool: 10h 1s


  Skill Points: 5


  Options:


  Continue - On


  Filter - On


  HP: 17/65


  Attack: G (220 Points)


  Defence: N/A


  Stamina: N/A


  Looks like I lost quite a bit of HP. But the only thing the bear managed to do to me while we fought was cut me above my eyebrow, and that’s already stopped bleeding. Hopefully, it won’t leave a scar since I haven’t got Immunity Level 1 yet. The only real damage is from the bear falling on me. I still can’t tell what’s broken or not.


  Idlers Speed - Idlers 0/99, -1 Second Per Idler - 6/9


  The first thing John did was put three of his skill points into the Idlers Speed skill slot. The indicator then flashed to the letter C before proceeding to disappear. Without any of his skill modifiers, it would have taken 1,641 years for this level to complete—a number John calculated on the way to the forest. These three Skill Points had an excellent use.


  He thought about his current situation, and he found the perfect skill.


  Dismantler - Idlers 0/99, Master 0/1


  He put a skill point into that and watched it turn to C and then disappear, too. When he looked at the bear with his left eye’s vision, he could see thin black lines appearing all around the carcass. He noted the lines also decorated the bone on the bear’s arm from where he tore the skin off.


  His last remaining point he put into the Map skill.


  Directions - Idlers 1/99, Map 0/1, Transparent 0/1, Icons 0/1


  The Map indicator quickly converted to the letter C and, like the skills before it, the text faded into the screen. When John looked up, there was a third tab to the right of the Completed tab. He double-checked the Completed list in the second tab before investigating the new addition. He had to make sure the skills went onto the list and hadn’t randomly disappeared. This system made enough mistakes that he somehow didn’t quite trust it.


  Completed List:


  Organ’s Strength - Stomach Acid.


  Continuous - Continue Option.


  Impurity Filter - Filter Option.


  Analyser Eye - Basic.


  Senses - Time and Sight.


  Idlers Speed.


  Dismantler - Master Option.


  Directions - Map


  All good. Now, let’s check the map.


  He opened the third tab, and a green square showed up with a plus symbol in the middle. That must have been his current position, John figured. The rest must be coloured green because it was a forest. The area southwest of where he was had a dull yellow exclamation mark. That must be the quest location symbol, which meant the flower was roughly four miles southwest of here. If John didn’t have the map, then searching even four miles could have taken hours. This skill was going to come in handy.


  The first thing he had to do was get out from under this bear. The second thing was to heal up as much as possible in a short amount of time, just in case another bear decided to attack. Then, he just needed to grab the flower and get the hell out of here. So long as his defence sat below Rank G, John didn’t want to encounter another bear.


  The bear was ranked H by the guild, but the system didn’t even recognise anything below 100 points. The system’s H Rank went up to 199 points too.


  It just goes to show… John settled on the wording of his thoughts with a quiet satisfaction. The system’s standards for ranking is much higher than the adventurer’s guild.


  


  Chapter 14


  Healing the Wounds


  Now then, the best way to get out is to push the bear off of me. But there aren’t any skills that increase my strength. It’s all attack and defence and a ton of body functions. Is this another mistake, or is it intentional? Either way, I can’t push this bear off now. Luckily my left hand’s free, so at least I’ve got the strength to start me off.


  John grabbed the bone that was peeking out from the bear’s right arm and pushed it over his head to his right. Managing it on his first try, he was now in the right position to see the bear’s side. He grabbed the skin and tore it, tossing it to his left. Like a madman, he kept tearing at it—ripping the flesh into pieces and discarding it. As time went along, he somehow managed to rip open a path to his right arm, which had been trapped inside of the fleshy hill.


  The larger bones of his arm were alright from what he could see, but his wrist was bent all the way back. It had taken the brunt of the two-ton force. John grabbed his right arm with his left hand and yanked it out, screaming in pain.


  He gritted his teeth, willing the pain away. He could see the damage now. The knuckles were bent back so far that they were touching his arm. The veins on the other side of the wrist were stretched and popping out, pale white with no hint of any colour whatsoever.


  His wrist needed to be fixed as soon as possible to restore blood flow. Could the system even heal the wrist at this point? Was it too far gone? John hoped for the best.


  Its been maybe three minutes since blood stopped going to my hand. Screw it, can’t wait any longer.


  John grabbed his wrist with his left hand and twisted it back into its natural position.


  “AAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHH!”


  A pause to catch his tattered breath.


  “I’M GOING TO KILL EVERY FUCKING BEAR IN THIS GODDAMN FOREST!!!”


  Screaming until his lungs stung with strain, hot tears streamed down the sides of John’s face. His head thrown back, he couldn’t tell what was greater: the pain or his anger. He glanced down at his wrist. It started turning rosy.


  Good, blood flows back. I need it to heal correctly now.


  ‘Ding!’


  Congratulations for finding a mistake in the Skills settings! The Muscle Elasticity’s Skeletal skill has been remastered.


  Congratulations for thinking up a valid add-on skill! We have included the add-on.


  John opened the system to take a look.


  Name: John


  Age: 15


  Idlers: 0/16


  Time Pool: 10h 1s


  Skill Points: 0


  Options:


  Continue - On


  Filter - On


  Dismantler - Off


  HP: 24/65


  Attack: G (220 Points)


  Defence: N/A


  Stamina: N/A


  He turned the Dismantler option on. Any living enemy he faced from now would have their weaknesses painted out for his use, which included the best way to cut them up alive. John wasn’t a sadist, but the thought of testing this out by chopping the rest of these bears apart, bit by bit, was a satisfying thought indeed.


  Looking at this HP, he saw that it restored by seven whole points, now sitting at 24/65 HP. So fixing the wrist and restoring blood flow helped.


  First, he looked at the Muscle Elasticity skill to see the change.


  Skeletal: Increases the strength you can output from the body’s musculoskeletal system.


  Wow, that’s good. I don’t know all the muscles it means, but that’s the forearms, chest, and thigh muscles from what I can remember. Also the shin, and maybe neck and back? Either way, it’s the whole body as long as it’s connected to the bone. That’s a huge improvement.


  He skimmed the page for a new skill and eventually found one.


  Flesh Strength - Idlers 1/99, Regeneration - 15/100, Immunity - 0/2, Placement - 0/1


  Flesh Strength:


  Placement: The skin is the carrier of all. It also helps in keeping the bone in place when strong enough. With this skill, if a bone manages to be broken, fractured or chipped, then the skin helps push it back in place. WARNING - Can be VERY painful.


  No wonder it took me a while to find it. Normal add-ons are at the bottom, but this isn’t a completely new skill. This is an add-on to the Flesh skill like Immunity. If it’s the same as another add-ons, the total time needed is six days… and with half the time bonus, plus the 10s per Idler and whatever I’ve got in the Time Pool Storage… this will be over quick.


  He changed the Flesh Strength skill the Idler was working on from Immunity to Placement. The timer came up as 7hr 12m which added up to 6 days initially. He instantly used the Time Pool to complete it.


  Time Pool: 2hr 48m 1s


  John made sure the Idler began working on the Immunity skill again. It now had 4h 1m 59s left on the clock. When he saw this, he suddenly realised he hadn’t tested if the time would reset after an Idler was forced to switch tasks before completion. Thank god it didn’t. Originally, this started out at six days too.


  Just then, he felt a rising pain emitting from his right wrist, his chest, and anywhere else that the bear had landed on. The Placement skill must have started working, the pain increasing as the skill powered up.


  Imagine this: someone or something is moving your bones around inside your body. You’re fully awake and hyper aware as each nerve, tendon, vein, and ligament is either being pushed aside or pulled along, screaming out white-hot, searing pain signals to your brain. Now, imagine this pain is coming from over 90% of your body all at the same time.


  It was hell on earth.


  While screaming in pain so loud that he almost burst his eardrums, John’s voice started to give out. The body of the bear was being shoved aside—the force of the bones being pushed back into place was stronger than the weight of the bear, forcing it to shift ever so slightly.


  He heard a horrifying array of “pops” and “cracks” coming from under the bear. He knew that must have been the bones finding their way back into their proper sockets. Some joints must have dislocated from the weight.


  This hellish torture dragged on for five more minutes.


  Each and every millisecond felt like years.


  John was at his limit.


  As the fiery embers of pain subsided, he was quaking as an endless flood of tears tore down the raw sides of his face. He had no will to fight them. Chest shuddering in a desperate attempt to catch his breath, John let himself feel this moment of utter weakness. He was completely destroyed, both in body and in spirit.


  Gradually, he built himself back up. The pain died down to a low burning, and his feeling of hopelessness quickly transmuted into a vicious rage—a seething anger that needed to be quelled. With a monstrous growl and a burst of primal energy, John reached out with his searing limbs.


  Grip like iron, John tore the bear’s flesh apart with his bare hands. Chunks of meaty flesh were mutilated and discarded, pieces of the creature no longer recognisable as John lashed out. It was only a matter of time before the bear had been ripped in half.


  John was free.


  Springing to his feet, John’s tantrum wasn’t over just yet. He raised his foot and brought it down onto the bear’s skull, crushing it into a porridge of gore and bone. The absolute anger coursing through his veins drove him on, tearing apart the rest of the corpse until it no longer resembled any living creature.


  His anger and energy spent, John paused before the scene.


  A cold shudder crept down his spine, and a splash of some unidentified emotion dripped at the back of his mind. Trying to shake the feeling off, he hurried away from the scene and in the direction of the flower.


  As he travelled, he let his mind wander. Without question, he needed to get back to the guild to see if there were any training courses he could partake in. He had the strength, but didn’t know how to use it whatsoever. Perhaps, if he had trained and got familiar with different survival tactics, he wouldn’t have got flattened by the bear. Fighting experience would be a plus too.


  Still a bit ticked off, he managed to get to the area on the map marked by a yellow exclamation point. Looking around, he found nothing. About ready to give up, his eye suddenly caught on a small hole with about half a foot wide opening. It was below a small boulder to his right.


  At any other angle he would have missed it. Cautiously, he approached the opening. Upon getting close, the edges of the opening trembled under his weight. Small pieces began caving in, and John paused to wait until the pieces had settled. When all seemed safe, John peered inside the opening.


  It was a small, trench-like pit. Only two feet wide and roughly six feet long, at a quick glance there were about six black flowers on top of what looked like a giant boulder buried part-way underground. The flowers were in the shape of pentagons, the petals had straight edges which were painted black. At the centre of each flower was a small, silver orb.


  This must be the flower! There are one, two… eight flowers total. If the guy who wants this flower could buy all eight at £75 a pop, that’d be £600! I could afford the inn for a while! Let’s just hope he wants them all, then.


  The good news considerably quenched his previous anger. He hopped down and plucked all eight flowers, putting them in his bag. Securing his package he climbed out, checked the compass’ direction and started on his way home.


  Even though it was getting late, he could still make it to the town by nightfall. He just hoped that the guild was open twenty-four hours a day.


  On his way back, he switched between walking quickly and jogging. He kept at a somewhat leisurely pace though, keeping his stamina usage as low as he could without losing time.


  Although he found no trouble along the way, his mind dwelt over the past events of the day. He grimly recalled his promise. It might have said it out of pain and anger, but some primal force deep inside of him wanted him to keep his word.


  On his way back to the town, the Flesh Strength skill finished levelled up to Level 16. John looked at the new timer as it showed 14d 5h 20m.


  When he arrived in town, it was 10:15 pm. The city gate was still open, and the guards were standing, half asleep. John walked through the city gate and headed straight for the guild, hoping it was still open. If it wasn’t, then he’d have to sleep on the ground somewhere outside… What a pain.


  An idea struck him, and he twisted his mouth into a grimace. Maybe if he was really desperate, he could beg the inn manager for a free night and pay in the morning.


  


  Chapter 15


  Start with the Basics


  To John’s relief, the Guild Hall was still open. As he walked in, he noticed there were only eight people inside, including the staff. He walked up to the only quest counter open, a proud smile painted across his face.


  “AAAHHHH!”


  John came to an abrupt stop and snapped his head in the direction of the scream. It was a young woman. At her feet was a mess of paper that John assumed she’d just dropped. It took him a moment to realise that she was staring directly at him, a look of pure horror on her face.


  Still a little sceptical, he pointed at himself as if to ask the woman “I don’t look that bad, do I?” but before he could get any words out he suddenly remembered that he still needed to check his reflection out. Could it be that all the recent modifications to his new body had made him so hideous that it caused this young lady to freak out? The last thing he wanted was to be a walking freak-show.


  A middle-aged man rushed down from the second floor at the sound of the scream. Rubbing his temples, he observed the scene and deducted what happened.


  “Rene, he’s only got blood on him,” the man’s tired voice called out to the woman. “It’s normal for adventurers to come back like that. You need to get used to sights like this, or else you won’t be able to work here.”


  The middle-aged man’s words calmed the lady down. Realising his mistake, John slapped his forehead. That’s right! He was still coated in the bear’s blood. By now it had dried, but he still must have looked like a bloody massacre.


  Sighing, he carried on to the quest counter.


  “Hi, I’m here to turn in the quest for finding a Black Petunia Flower. I would also like to know if the person who commissioned this would like to buy more than one flower.”


  “Let me check the records.”


  The man behind the counter was unbothered by John’s appearance. He pulled out the folder from under the table and started flipping through until he stopped on a page and started reading.


  “The quest is the Guild’s itself, so it’s repeatable. We buy as many as you retrieve.”


  “Great, I’ve got eight.”


  “Eight!?” From all around him, John saw the staff workers turn their heads in shock.


  “Ah, sorry,” the man behind the counter regained his composure. “It’s just shocking for so many to be found during this time. Typical, throughout the month, we usually manage to buy just one.”


  “Oh… Do I get a bonus for selling in bulk then?” A grin spread across John’s face. He was only half-joking.


  Stunned once again and not knowing how to answer, the man at the counter lowered his head to read the quest information in search of the answer.


  “Certainly, since you found a group of them, we’ll give you extra for buying in bulk. If I remember right, it’s £75 a flower that would be £600 at normal price. We’ll buy all 8 and give you £700 total. How’s that sound?”


  The voice came from behind him. John turned around and saw it was the middle-aged man from earlier. Getting a better view, John estimated the man to be about six and a half feet tall. He had to look up slightly to make eye contact.


  Broad shoulders, black hair and eyes, bumpy nose, and thin lips. In addition, the man had a scar that led from his forehead across his left eye down to his neck.


  “Thank you, Mister…?”


  “Sorry, forgot to introduce myself,” the middle-aged man smiled warmly and extended a handshake out to John. “My name is Tom Yale. I’m the guild master of this town.”


  John shook his hand. “Nice to meet you, my name’s John. Thanks for buying in bulk too. Sorry about my current look, I didn’t mean to scare anybody. At the Loose Forest, I had a run in with a ‘soon to be extinct’ Continuous Bear. It was a bit of a blood-bath.”


  “No problem. Most adventurers don’t get changed till they reach their inn’s room then wash up, so all the staff should be used to it. Rene here just started this past week, and we put her on night shifts to let her gradually get used to the sight of blood. She’s still got a long way to go.”


  “Haha, no problem. While I’ve got you here though, could you tell me if the guild has any training programs for new adventurers? Something to teach them how to better survive in the world?”


  “Ah, yes. The guild offers Swordsmanship, Group Tactics, and Survival courses. What type were you looking for?”


  “Hand to hand combat, mainly.”


  “Hmn, now that’s a rare form of fighting. Let me think… There is one guy who practices the martial arts. It’s the same art that our people were taught by Siders dating back to a few hundred years. This man’s name is Robert. Whether he’ll teach you or not is its own problem, though. He’s not a staff member of the guild, so he’s under no obligation to pass his arts down. Here, I’ll write his address down for you. At the very least, you have a chance he’ll accept. Just be prepared. It might cost you.”


  “Thank you!” John bobbed his head graciously. “I’ll hand in this quest with the flowers and wait for you, then.”


  Tom smiled and nodded then walked back to the second floor. As stated, John handed the eight flowers in, along with his ID card. The man behind the counter picked them up and walked to the back. He passed out of view through a doorway, shutting the door behind him.


  A few minutes later he came back and put a bag on top of the counter. “Inside of this pouch are sixty-nine Platinum coins and ten Gold coins totalling to £700. The quest has been registered as complete and added to your record.”


  “Thank you.” After receiving the money bag and his ID card, John went to sit down in the waiting area. He looked around to make sure no one was watching him, then proceeded to put the money bag into his left trouser pocket.


  Got to be careful of thieves from here on out.


  The minutes passed and eventually Tom came back down holding a piece of leather in his hands. With another warm smile, he handed over a hand-drawn a map to Robert’s house. John thanked him again and bid farewell.


  Exhausted, John went back to the inn. First things first, he needs a bath. His clothes needed to be washed too. Luckily, the inn provided that service along with board.


  Very much aware that he still resembled an over-ripe tomato, John walked through the inn doors with as much nonchalance as he could manage. The front desk person gawked a little but remained calm. Blood was a common sight in this world, but even then, the amount that John was covered in was enough to warrant any amount of shock.


  John paid for a night. He’s decided that it would be better to buy some new clothes, and the inn said they have some that he could borrow in the meantime.


  Eager to rinse off, John went around to the backyard to have his bath. They used a big metal barrel surrounded by wooden fences for privacy. John got his bath ready, using the red and blue monster cores that the inn lent him for fire and water.


  While he was preparing the bath, the front desk person brought him the promised spare clothes. They were virtually the same as what he was wearing before, but white instead of black. The fit was slightly looser too.


  John thanked the staff worker and then climbed into the bath. Bracing himself for the warm water, he let himself soak for a moment. Bits of dried blood flaked off of him and floating around him in the water. Getting to work, he had to scrub quite hard at the dried on blood. It felt like his skin was peeling off along with the dried blood! Running his fingers through his short hair, he found that despite its short length some of it still managed to get tangled in with the blood. It was quite a pain to get rid of it all.


  John had to change the water three times before he was finally clean. Finally satisfied, he got dressed and threw his old clothes into the rubbish bin. Exhausted from such a long day, John made his way back to his room and threw himself onto the bed.


  Within seconds, he’d fallen into a deep and peaceful sleep.


  When he woke up, his first thought struck him wide awake. Remembering his mental note from the day before, he climbed down the stairs and went to the front desk in search of a mirror. After all this time, he finally wanted to know what he looked like.


  Smiling, the inn’s manager explained to him that mirrors were rare around these parts. However, they were ‘a big must have’ in the capital. The manager was able to get his hands on a small mirror just a few weeks prior. With all his pride bursting quite visibly from his smiling face, he showed John the mirror.


  The mirror was about two feet in height and length. It sat on a stand, with a wooden frame decorated by intricate carvings of wondrous beasts.


  Although the mirror was impressive, John was much more distracted by the face staring back at him in it. Short brown hair, blue eyes, turned-up nose… It was a younger version of himself back on earth. Down to the medium-sized ears, and the downward curl of his chapped lips, his face was just like he remembered it to be. He’s wasn’t particularly handsome, but a far cry from ugly too.


  Curiosity quelled, John got right back to business. He wanted to go straight to Robert’s to ask about the martial arts training, but instead he headed to Guild Hall. He found his way back to the second floor where he repurchased the same black trousers and shirt. This time he remembered to buy a belt, one made from thick scaly leather.


  He wrapped the belt around his waist and tied it. Now he could put more items into the bag and clip the water bottle onto his trousers without being afraid that they would fall. And so, after making these necessary purchases, John left the Guild Hall.


  John followed the map that Tom gave him, and soon he arrived outside of what he assumed to be Robert’s house. It was a two-story wooden building, nothing in particular about it screamed ‘martial arts’ but he trusted Tom’s map.


  Doing away with his reservations, John walked up and knocked on the door. After a few moments of tense silence, the door creaked open. An old man with snowy white hair, bushy eyebrows, and a matching beard opened the door.


  “What?” The old man spoke in a curt, rigid voice.


  “Hello,” John started with some hesitation. “Tom said you know hand-to-hand combat. I’m here to ask if you’ll teach me. I’m willing to pay.”


  “How much?” The stiffness of the old man’s reply almost bordered rudeness.


  “Depends on how many martial arts you know. The more you teach, the more you get.”


  “Can’t teach you the secret ones,” The old man started to say, but John interrupted without a moment to lose.


  “Yes, you can. If you’ve learnt the Sider’s Martial Arts, then it’s okay to teach me! You see,” John slowed his speech in anticipation, “I’m a Sider.”


  This statement had the impact that John had been hoping for. The old man was stunned. He didn’t move or talk for a few seconds. John could have sworn that he’d even stopped breathing.


  “Didn’t give you a heart attack, did I, old man?”


  “Piss off. You couldn’t give me a heart attack if you tried”


  “BOO!”


  “Take this seriously!!”


  “I was just testing your statement. I’ll let it go for now.”


  “Come inside and we’ll talk more”


  With that, John walked into the house. He followed Robert to the living room and took a seat. Robert pulled up a chair and sat uncomfortably close, directly in front of him.


  The old man scrutinised him, squinting up at John with a spark in his eye. “Show me your ID card.”


  John nodded, got his ID card out and handed it to Robert. After a few seconds, Robert gave it back. The old man stood up and walked to a bookcase where he picked up a thin book. Returning to John, he handed it over to him. John opened the book and found it was a list.


  Martial Arts:
Judo, Karate, Jiu Jitsu, Muay Thai, Kung Fu, Throwing Knives, Throwing Stars, Assassination… The list kept going on and on.


  “How much would it cost for you to teach me all the basics about these five?” John pointed out on the list: Judo, Karate, Jiu Jitsu, Muay Thai and Kung Fu.


  “Only five out of all of them interest you?” Robert raised an eyebrow. “So you neither use weapons, stealth, or party members, then. Is that it?”


  “Not right now, I don’t. If I think I’m going to use those martial arts in the future, I’ll come back for more training but for now just these five, please.”


  “Okay, how does £300 sound? That’s £60 for each of the basics, but you take care of your food and sleeping area.”


  “Deal. Let’s get started.”


  


  Chapter 16


  Master of the Basics


  ”Right then, today let’s start with the top of the list. Judo is…”


  Over the next hour Robert explained the very basics of Judo. Following that subject, he then started going over the other four Martial Arts.


  The old man was well-versed in teaching. He even had a wooden dummy for John to practice on. The dummy was rather advanced, the whole thing rotated and the arms moved up and down. John was eager to practise his techniques on this.


  There were five books in total, each thoroughly covering the basics of each of the Martial Arts. Flipping through the pages, John found a few moves to practice too. By the time he was ready to leave the house, it was already 9pm. Robert just told John to study the books and come back tomorrow.


  John did his homework, pouring over each book thoroughly. He made sure he could perform any of the moves he found in the pages, using his levelled up mental skills to memorise both the illustrations and descriptions of the movements. He wanted to get his money’s worth, at the very least.


  This routine of arriving in the morning, training all day, and completing his homework at night settled into John’s schedule. After two whole weeks of rinse and repeat, John was exhausted both in body and in funds. During those two weeks, he’d learnt everything he could from Robert.


  From here on out, it was just a matter of practicing and refining everything that he’d learned. He’d also yet to master hiding any tells, like how a boxer’s shoulders sometimes moved ever so slightly before they threw a jab or a straight. John wanted to be completely unreadable in battle.


  On the final day, John left Robert’s home around 6pm. Thanking Robert again for teaching him, John promised to come back to learn the more advanced stuff in the future. After he’d saved up the money, of course.


  Within the system, there had been some changes over the past two weeks. The Flesh Strength’s Immunity skill had finally levelled up to Level 1. The Organ Strength, Bones Density, Muscle Elasticity, Mind Strength, and Sprinter skills had all, also, levelled up.


  The Direction skill had also completed, disappearing from the list. The reason why it only took two weeks to memorise all the books, stances, moves and instruction was because the Mind Strength skill’s Memory had also completed and faded from the list.


  John now had photographic memory. This meant that he could read all of his textbooks at a faster pace and still retain every word. He put almost everything he had into Maximum Idlers. With nine Idlers in that category, the countdown indicated that 90 seconds per second was being knocked off. This meant that the ten days’ worth of time to level it up would take just under three hours to complete. The next level after that, which initially took four months and eight days, would then take eighty hours.


  With all of these advantages, John felt considerable growth in just two weeks.


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.5


  Name: John


  Age: 15


  Idlers: 0/22


  Time Pool: 0


  Skill Points: 0


  HP: 69


  Attack: G (270 Points)


  Defence: N/A (30 points)


  Stamina: N/A


  Defence List:


  Flesh’s Strength - Idlers 1/99, Regeneration - 16/100, Immunity - 1/2, Time - 2mo 12d 15h 34m 42s


  Misc List:


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 14/99, +1 Max Idlers - 21/2159, Time - 23d 3h 06m 15s


  Analyser Eye - Idlers 1/99, Godly - 0/1, Time - 5mo 15d 12h 6m 12s


  Sprinter - Idlers 1/99, Reduction Cost 3/10, Time - 2mo 24d 21h 57m 32s


  Completed List:


  Flesh’s Strength - Placement.


  Organ’s Strength - Stomach Acid.


  Mind’s Strength - Memory.


  Continuous - Continue Option.


  Impurity Filter - Filter Option.


  Analyser Eye - Advanced.


  Senses - Time and Sight.


  Idlers Speed.


  Dismantler - Master Option.


  Directions - Map, Transparent and Icons


  John had gotten a few completed skills while he was learning martial arts from the books and from Robert’s years of experience. He’d now mastered the use of his palms, knees, elbows, and feet in combat. He’d also learnt how to shift his weight into each attack, using the enemy’s weight against them, along with various throws and so much more.


  The only thing he was missing now was combat experience.


  With that in mind, John went straight to the Guild Halls’ second floor. He asked a merchant about knives used to skin animals and was shown a popular model of knife that a lot of the adventurers used for such things.


  Normal Skinning Knife


  Attack: 25.


  Hmm? What surprised John was that the system’s analyser worked on equipment. When John stared at the title of the weapon, he recognised the word ‘Normal’ in some descriptions of the skills.


  He also remembered the way Alan had used the word to describe his blade when they first encountered the bear together. Did that mean there were other grades, too?


  While John was holding the knife and looking at it, he pinched it between his thumb and index fingers knuckle, to test how durable it is.


  CRACK!


  Both John and the staff member showing the knife to him heard that. Looking down, John saw that half of the knife’s handle was now full of cracks that wrapped all the way around it. Then, the blade snapped off completely and fell onto the ground. John was still holding the handle.


  Both John and the staff member silently stared at the knife blade on the floor.


  “Isn’t this knife a bit too fragile if it simply cracked in between my fingers?” The words eased out of John’s mouth as he tried to turn the situation around. “What would have happened if I had to use it on a rare game, but couldn’t dismantle it because it broke on the slightest touch? Would you have paid for the losses that I would have suffered? What, is it made out of glass?”


  He had to shift the blame! He couldn’t afford to pay for a broken product, even if he was actually the one at fault. He’d make it up to the guild later on!


  The saleswoman panicked a little, visibly flustered. “I’m so sorry sir, let me clean this up. I-I’ll fetch a much better knife that has already been proven to work in the field.”


  “Okay, don’t worry too much. It wasn’t your fault…” John tried to keep the mood light-hearted by adding a playful, “unless you’re the one who made this?”


  “Please don’t joke, sir, this was made by a blacksmith here in town. His work is usually excellent, I assure you. He must have had a bad batch of materials for this one.”


  “It’s okay.” John raised his hands defensively. “Everyone has a bad day.”


  The staff member nodded and headed to the back of the shop. As soon as she was out of sight, John wiped the sweat from his forehead. Soon she returned, holding a much better looking knife. Upon receiving the blade, John made sure not to pinch it. He admired the knife’s edge.


  Rare Skinning and Boning Knife.


  Attack: 115


  Wow, over four times the attack! It looks a lot sharper too.


  The knife was curved, which was best for skinning animals. What was surprising was that the pointing end faced upward, which was the main feature of a boning knife. This was a two-in-one blade!


  “Miss, how much is this knife?”


  “£250.”


  Hearing the price, John knew he couldn’t afford it and shook his head a little.


  “Sorry, I don’t have enough.”


  At that moment, Tom walked into the store from the backroom. He was talking to a bald man with a black beard. John recognised him as one of the counter staff. Seeing the two together, he hadn’t realised the man behind the counter was actually so small.


  “Ah, hello again,” Tom, the manager, took notice of John and approached. “How was the whole deal with Robert?”


  “It went along just fine. I’ve actually just completed his training. This was my first stop after leaving his place.”


  “Great! Ah, please forgive me for not introducing you.” Tom now gestured to the man who accompanied him “You might not have met, but this is Brad. He works here part-time. Normally he’s a blacksmith, but he comes here for a little inspiration from time-to-time.”


  “We’ve met,” Brad said dryly. “This brat is the guy I put on a quest. He’s a Sider, Tom. I saw it on his ID card.”


  “You’re a Sider? I didn’t know that.”


  “Does it matter?” John spat out perhaps with a bit too much fire. He backed off a little, “I mean, if I’d mentioned I was a Sider, would you have given me the same amount of money when buying the flowers? Given me the same advice about Robert? It would have been the same treatment, right?”


  “I would have done everything the same, whether you’d told me or not.”


  Tom’s absolutely even tone of voice invited a tense silence among the three men. A chill ran down John’s spine as he almost ogled at the amount of level-headed conviction in Tom’s words. John felt like he could trust this man’s words with his life.


  As if trying to break the sentence, Brad looked at the floor near John and noticed chips of steel from the broken knife.


  He pointed at John’s feet and asked: “What happened there?”


  John looked down and saw the pieces of the knife. He turned to the store lady, hiding his guilt behind (what he hoped to be) an air of self-righteousness.


  “Care to explain?”


  “The customer was holding the knife when it broke in his hands. It was made from inferior materials, so it was brittle to the point that it broke while the customer was holding it.”


  Brad looked at Tom. Tom looked at Brad and shrugged his shoulders. Brad took the broken knife’s handle, examined it for a little while, and sighed.


  “This dagger is from an apprentice who has good skills but needs more training in the basics. If he can’t even make a Normal knife from iron, how’s he going to make it as a blacksmith? As an apology for almost selling shoddy work, brat, you can keep that knife you’re holding. I’ll pay—”


  “Hold that thought,” John held his left hand up, glancing around the shop but not finding any other blades of real value. He turned to the lady and asked, “Miss, are there any better knives the Guild Hall has? Just let me hold it before he finishes that sentence.”


  Nothing but stunned silence. The woman and Brad just stood there while Tom burst out laughing.


  


  Chapter 17


  Truth


  ”Brat! Don’t get smart with me. I’m offering this as an apology because that broken knife is from my apprentice. Don’t try to get anything else out of it unless you’re willing to pay through the nose to get it!”


  “Relax! I was teasing, jeez,” John’s smile straightened out. “But in all seriousness, thanks for the knife. It will come in handy.”


  Brad snorted but held to his word, giving the money to Tom. After the transaction, he carried on out of the shop and down to the 1st floor.


  “He doesn’t have much of a sense of humour. Dwarves are like that. They take everything so seriously.”


  “No worries, as long as he knows I wasn’t trying to take advantage of him.” John paused, catching onto Tom’s sentence. “It’s my first time seeing a dwarf, though. We have them in mythology where I’m from, and they’re mostly grumpy old buggers who hold grudges.”


  “Well, no worries there. Brad’s not the type to hold grudges.”


  “That’s good. Ah, hey, while you’re here—can you tell me how much it would cost to take the Survival course you mentioned? And does that teach you how to skin the animals?”


  “Yes, actually, it does. It also teaches you where to find water, what plants are safe to eat, how to skin animals for food… The whole lot. The course lasts overnight and costs £100.”


  John started calculating how much he had left out of the £700. He’d spent £300 on the martial arts, £210 for two weeks at the inn, £3.50 for the clothes, and £10 for the belt. That left him with £176.50 left.


  “Great, I’ll take it! When does the next course start?”


  “Tonight, actually. The instructors will take you out into the wilderness to show you what you need to know, rather than explaining it. They say it helps to learn by experience rather than by memorising facts.”


  “I’ve got a good memory,” John smiled. “But I’ll come back tonight. What time does it start?”


  “8pm.”


  It was settled. Tom parted ways with John, while John put the knife into its leather sheath, making sure to thank the store lady. He clipped it to the back of his trousers with the blade side down, handle closest to his right hand and the blade’s point to his left. Then, he exited the store.


  Back on the first floor, John searched the posting board for any quest that involved Continuous Bears. Even though he hadn’t raised his Defence up to Rank H yet, in his mind he now had the proper knowledge on how to beat the creature without getting hurt. After all, he still had his personal vendetta to see through.


  John walked to the H Rank quests and saw four different materials needed from a Continuous Bear, each of the items were priced separately. The items that John needed to acquire were the hide (for the clothing shop), the claws (for the blacksmith), the gallbladder (for the apothecary), and the meat of the bear (for the butcher shop).


  Hide priced at £40 per pelt while the claws priced at £25 for an entire set of ten. The gallbladder sat at £10 each, and the meat was £5 per 10 grams of the best part of the bear’s meat only. If he skinned them correctly, he could get about £80 per bear.


  Now, how am I going to store it all? Especially the meat, that will rot within days or possibly even hours in the sun.


  Stumped by what to do, John first went to the counter for registering to ask about tonight’s survival course. The woman behind the counter asked for the £100 payment first, and told John she’d register him for the course. He paid, thanked her, and then went to the waiting area to sit down. There was still roughly and hour and a half until the class started.


  At 7:40pm, there were roughly fifteen young people in the waiting area. All of them boasted about how they’d hunted before, gloating about where they’d trained and under whose master’s guidance. John listened in and thought about the novels he’d read back on Earth.


  One of these guys is going to be arrogant and think he’s better than everyone else because he’s got his family’s background. After scanning over the kids, John’s gaze rested on this one plump kid who’d only bragged about his family status.


  He’s the one, John decided. Now I’ve got two choices: avoid him and play it safe, or kill him and anyone who’s with him. I could do it after the course, but before everyone gets back to the city. If he starts trouble with me, I can mess with him for a while before killing him off. Of course, that’s IF he makes trouble with me. I’m not looking for an excuse to kill my first human!


  By the time 7:50pm rolled around, the group of students had fully gathered. A man walked towards the waiting area, John wondered if he was the instructor. The man stood just under six feet tall. He was slim and wore a black hooded cloak with the hood down, blue hair peeking out from under.


  “Quiet!”


  The man’s voice echoed in the hall and all fell silent. You could have even heard a pin drop.


  “Good,” he continued. “Now, you brats are here for the survival course. There’s twenty of you here, excluding any guardians. I’ll not be repeating myself at any point, so you better all shut up, follow instructions, and give me your undivided attention.”


  A pause for impact. The silence was heavy with anticipation.


  “If you feel unhappy about the treatment that I or any of the guild staff has given you, then sorry. No refunds are to be made available. We’re setting off in five minutes. You’d best be ready.” As he turned to walk off, without turning back around he added, “I forgot to introduce myself. Rank S Adventurer, Gavin Duns. My speciality is tracking.”


  When John heard his rank, he immediately opened the system’s analyser and directed it at the instructor, trying to be as discreet as possible.


  Gavin Duns


  Attack: ***


  Defence: ***


  There were two things he could conclude with this information:


  1 - His analyser was too low a level to measure the higher ranking creatures.


  2 - The system’s standards were higher than the Guild’s since the S rank for the system was a minimum of 1,000 points in Attack or Defence.


  The five minutes flew by, and soon enough John and the rest of the students followed Gavin out the Guild Hall.


  Inside the Guild Hall, Tom and Brad were inside Tom’s office. Brad was sitting in a chair opposite Tom’s desk while Tom was standing up and looking out the window. He could see the survival group leaving into the distance.


  “Why are you so nice to that brat? You even assigned Gavin as the instructor for that course last minute! Did it as soon as you heard the brat was going to join, ‘ya did.”


  Tom stood in a calm silence, unperturbed by the heat in Brad’s words. After a moment, the man’s cool gaze turned from the window as he addressed the dwarf in an eerily level voice.


  “While you have a high rank inside the guild, Brad, you have yet to gain access to the most important information about Siders. Information that’s known only to royalty, nobles, guild masters, and a select few others.” Tom paused and a cold smile eased onto his perfectly calm face. “If you want to know the reasons for my actions, you’ve got to make a blood oath to never reveal this information to anyone who hasn’t taken the oath.”


  Brad opened his mouth to speak, but the absolution of Tom’s calm gaze stopped him from speaking. Tom continued speaking as if he hadn’t almost been interrupted.


  “Not just any blood oath,” he said in a low voice. “The blood oath that the immortals taught us. An oath to the death.”


  The silence was heavy. Brad stilled his racing pulse and gritted his teeth. His curiosity got the better of him, and after a bit of a pause he furrowed his brow up at the guild master. As long as he didn’t reveal the information, then he reckoned he’d be okay.


  “Fine.”


  Tom nodded and picked up a dagger and a bloodied piece of cloth from of his desk drawer. He placed the cloth flat on his desk, the blood stains on full display. There were lines on the fabric forming a mark, and the stains were embedded deep in the centre. The two men used the dagger to unflinchingly slice open their fingers, letting the blood drop into the centre of the cloth.


  They spoke an oath aloud. The mark lit up for a few seconds and then grew dark once again.


  “The oath is complete. I can now tell you the truth about Siders,” Tom took a deep and steady breath, turning back around to face the window. His calm eyes showed the slightest signs of distress, but it quickly faded into the reflection of the sky.


  “In the history books, they mention Siders quite often. However, there are two Siders whom history has tried to erase. They’re not mentioned in any books whatsoever. We only know they exist by word of mouth from those who have taken the immortal’s oath.”


  The anticipation in Brad’s eyes was evident as Tom paused to collect his thoughts.


  “Both of these Siders were what we call Demons. And in the truest sense, they really were Demons. They killed in the billions. They did whatever they felt like without any regard for anyone or anything, killing anyone who even so much as looked at them wrong. All sense of their humanity had faded with the years. They had truly become Demons.”


  Tom’s voice remained perfectly even. Brad could feel the tension in the room rising; he stiffened his posture, eyes widening.


  “Everyone who knows this also knows that, while the rest of the world thinks the name ‘Siders’ derives from their homeland, it has an even deeper truth. The name actually refers to the sides that these individuals are forced to pick from, either becoming Demons or Saints. It doesn’t matter if they remain mortal or if they ascend to immortality. Their power knows no bounds. In the case of the two demons…”


  Tom paused, voice trailing off as if he himself was lost deep in thought.


  “From what we know,” he said in his quiet, perfectly even voice, “it was the strongest immortals at the time that stopped the Demons.”


  At that last sentence, Tom’s perfect composure was lost. His face paled, and his eyes wavered as he realised he was no longer staring at the sky, but at his own reflection in the glass.


  “There have been Siders who have become what we call Saints, some of them have even gone on to achieve immortality. They’re called Saints because they each offer something different to improve our society. You’re familiar with the first Sider who was famous for building roads and stopping the kingdoms from declaring war on each other. He was the very first Saint.


  “Any of the Siders to arrive after him usually cleaned up some of our political corruption or even helped kill rank SSS monsters that we normally would have been helpless against. Now, whenever a Sider appears, all the royal families and those with knowledge of this truth are faced with two options. They can either clean up their acts to make sure their family doesn’t do anything to upset the Sider in question, or they can continue as per usual and risk having their whole family wiped out. Even if we call them Saints, history has shown that Siders have little restraint in the face of any corruption.”


  The silence was deafening. The tension in the room had risen to the point where Brad felt like he could barely breathe. Even Tom looked a bit flustered behind his ever-collected mask of calmness. The dwarf’s head swam, drowning in all of the information he was trying to absorb. Finally, the full picture came to him.


  If this brat became a demon who killed people for looking at him funny, Brad shuddered to think of what would happen to the dwarf who kept referring to him as ‘brat.’


  


  Chapter 18


  I Brought This for Show?


  Coming to his senses, Brad broke the silence.


  “Why not just kill all the Siders at once when they get here, then?”


  “It’s impossible,” Tom shook his head as if the idea was old news. “We don’t know why, but Siders gain power at an amazing rate, and they have unbelievable luck. It’s almost as if the world itself can’t bear to see them die. Call it fate, destiny, or whatever you want—the point is that the only thing we can do is try to make them see the best of humanity’s good side and hope they chose the path of a Saint as opposed to the path of a Demon.”


  “So you’re saying that if I hire the best assassin in the world, even HE would be unable to kill some Rank H brat who’s only been here for a short while? No real combat experience or allies?”


  “That’s almost right. The assassin might have back luck while on the way to the target, if he even manages to reach his target in one piece. And even if he was able to attempt the assassination, he’d better pray he kills him in body and soul. Because if he doesn’t, by some stroke of fortune, the Sider will rebuild his body to be better than ever and come back for revenge. And the world will work in the Sider’s favour to make sure this happens.”


  Brad’s stomach was tied into a knot. Tom carried on, calm expression hiding his inner turmoil.


  “I only know half the story,” he said quietly. “But one of the demons was in a… similar situation. His story, however, involved a princess, and… ended with his heart being absolutely crushed.”


  Brad’s face was as white as a sheet, at this point.


  “That’s why it became law for them to tell us they’re Siders when they register. I knew he was a Sider before I ran into him in the hall that night,” Tom’s gaze hardened and became cold at the mention. “I was ordered to get close to him. Just don’t ask under whose orders.” A smile slipped across Tom’s face, a slight little thing that would have sent shivers down anyone’s spine. “I think I left a rather good impression on the boy. Wouldn’t you agree?”


  Panic rose in the back of Brad’s throat.


  “I’m going to have to act kind too then and stop calling him brat!”


  As if struck by lightning, Tom turned around and slanted his eyes at Brad, his expression so stark compared to his usual coolness that Brad visibly flinched.


  “No,” he hissed. “If you change your attitude to him for no reason, he could become suspicious.”


  Tom’s expression softened, as if to correct his moment of lost composure. His brows relaxed and his face returned to its usual collected and calm self.


  “The best way to do it is, as soon as he does even the littlest thing for you, alter your attitude in return. Tell him he has helped more than he’ll ever know, even if it really does nothing to help you all. You’ve just got to make it convincing.”


  “Okay.” Brad licked his lips nervously. “I’ll do it that way then.”


  Far off, on his way to the forest with his new instructor, John had no idea what he was in for.


  Sun having set, somewhere along the path to the forest Gavin had stopped and explained how to find drinking water in the dark, as well as how to find emergency things to eat like bugs and worms. If it came down to a life and death situation, they would be thankful for knowing this.


  Wouldn’t it be nice if I didn’t have to drink water to live, John mused. I could survive without anything then, since I can already digest anything in this world if need be!


  ‘Ding!’


  Congratulations for thinking up a valid add-on skill, we have included the add-on.


  This random thought got answered! And he didn’t have to wait a ton of time, either!


  Is the system checking up on me on some sort of basis? Maybe it was checking up on me and gave me the skill just before ‘logging off’?


  John checked the system looking for the new skill.


  Absorption - Idlers 0/99, Water - 0/1


  Absorption:


  Water: Absorb water molecules in the air through the skin, and it will purify the water too.


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: Absorb enough water, and never to have to drink again, even in the desert there are enough water molecules.


  Wow, so I’ll never have to worry about water again! My body is becoming self-sufficient… Wait, I bought this water bottle when I was low on money… Does that mean I bought it just for show?!


  With a sigh, John turned the Continue skill off and waited for a skill to level up before attempting to complete this new skill. He was a little moody because of the water bottle. If he’d thought of the skill earlier, he could have bought something else! Maybe something that could have helped him when he faced that bear!


  At this point, Gavin told everyone to wait where they were. He then took off so fast that John could not even see his shadow move. One second the instructor was there, the next, he wasn’t.


  Gavin came back a few minutes later with a dead deer, “I’m going to show you, kids, how to skin the hide, where to get the meat of the carcass and how to dispose of the body. I’m sure no one here is squeamish?”


  John got closer to make sure he didn’t miss anything.


  So it’s a hide, I kept calling it fur. I thought the quest to get the bear hide was a different part of the body… I’m still an idiot.


  “Right then, first you need to cut off its genitals or anything else like antlers depending on what you’re skinning. Then lay it on its back and cut in a straight line from the neck to the cut you’ve already made.”


  Gavin picked up a knife from his side and showed it around. “This is a boning knife, and you use this to cut the meat off bones and cut the bones at the joints when needed.”


  He put it back in its sheath and grabbed another knife and showed it around. “This is a skinning knife, and it’s used to separate the hide from the meat.” He put it back and took out the boning knife again.


  Starting at the legs, he cut around them in a downward spiral. The legs were already mostly bone, so after a minute, he switched to the skinning knife and separated one side of the leg’s hide from the meat. He then put the knife away, grabbed the fur, and yanked it down.


  “After you’ve separated a good bit of the fur from the legs you can just pull it apart up to the main body. We do this for the other side of the leg and then repeat for the other three legs.”


  After he did all four legs, he grabbed the skinning knife again. Pulling the hide back, he slashed in between the fur and the flesh, carving a path all the way to the deer’s back. He repeated the process all around the deer.


  “Now, there’s only the backside to do,” he flipped the deer around as he spoke. “Normally, the guild’s skinning warehouse crew yanks it up in the air so you can get to the back while the meat at the front doesn’t touch the floor. But out in the wilderness, you’ve got to be quick or else any predators that smell the blood will come before you finish.


  “What I do is just turn the deer over, finish the back, and then use the boning knife to clean up around the neck. The quickest way is to cut the head clean off but only if your boning knife is sharp enough. If it isn’t then it could take an hour to cut it off, so just do your best to cut all the way around the neck.


  “This way will cause the value of the hide to drop a little, but in an all or nothing situation, it’s the best method. With that, you’ve completed the skinning portion.”


  Gavin separated the hide and showed everyone that it was completely intact, no holes or damage whatsoever. He then explained where the meat is on the carcass, and he used the boning knife to separate the bone from the meat. Afterwards, he dug a small pit and buried the bones.


  “Other wild animals will smell the blood unless it’s over 6 foot deep, but now that we’ve finished we’ll just dig a small pit like this so you can set traps for anything that comes. This usually works on dumber monsters, and it’s free game.”


  The students’ gazes were captivated completely for the duration of Gavin’s instruction. Thinking the lesson over, they started to shuffle around a bit. Gavin took note of this and raised his voice once more.


  “I’m not going to go catch 20 different animals so you can all practice, I’m on minimum wage. Just remember what I said and most monsters will be roughly the same. All that’s left is for you to practice. The rest of the course we’ll be going over things like setting up the tents, night watch, and cooking over a campfire. In the morning I’ll show you everything again, and then we’re done.”


  John wasn’t interested in setting up the tents or learning about night watch, but cooking over a campfire could come in handy. He buckled down and prepared himself for the rest of the course.


  About an hour later, after learning tent building and night watch, John was bored out of his mind. During the duration of this portion of the course, he tried distracting himself by watching the rest of his class. When it was finally time for the cooking section, he almost started to say a prayer in absolute relief.


  Finally, something to kill the boredom.


  The cooking portion only lasted about thirty minutes. John decided to skip the rest of the class, instead walking back to town on his own in the dark.


  Can’t see where the fuck I’m going, but at least I know the direction.


  In the distance, he finally saw the city’s lights from torches powered by monster cores in the distance. He instantly perked up at the sight. As if trying to egg on his good mood, the system chimed with a small ‘ding!’ sound.


  Congratulations for thinking up a valid add-on skill, we have included the add-on.


  John opened the system to check the new skill.


  Vision - Idlers 0/99, Night - 0/1, Life - 0/1


  Vision:


  Night: See in the dark, sudden bright lights will not blind you, automatically activate and revert to normal.


  Life: See the Life of anything in view, can see through anything.


  Just two more skills until it’s maxed out and, as per usual, it gives me the skill AFTER I need it most. Thanks, system. You’re always there for me. John rolled his eyes and redirected his attention to the new skill’s description.


  ‘Life’… That sounds familiar too… Where did I see it? Oh, yeah! Sk***m’s Life Aura! In the game, you can even see through mountains to the outline of a glowing fox on the other side… Could this be the same thing?


  With that thought in mind, John closed the system and carried on walking to town. What he wanted right now was a good night’s rest at his inn.


  Tomorrow, he needed to sort out how he was going to store the meat, hide, claws and, gallbladders of the bears he was going to take on. Once this problem was solved, he was going hunting and not coming back until those bears were in the history book with the word ‘extinct’ written next to it!


  


  Chapter 19


  Preparation


  After waking up the next morning, John took a walk around town. He decided to look around in an attempt to find something to help him with his problem. John checked the blacksmith, the tailor, the apothecary—and practically almost every other small shop he had encountered. Nothing. John had just about lost hope until he reached a shop with a sign that read “Specialist Shop” across it in bolded letters. Crossing his fingers, he went in.


  Inside of the shop was a stark contrast to the lively exterior of the city. The building only had a counter with a middle-aged woman sitting behind it. Said woman had black locks of hair spilling across her shoulders with a few white hairs mixed in, but that’s not what drew John’s attention. She was wearing a plain, porcelain mask that completely obscured her whole face from view. John could see from the wrinkles on her hands and the bit of exposed skin on her neck that she must have been a little older. Remembering that the average lifespan among people here was about fifty-years, he tried to make sense of the scene.


  “Welcome, what is it you’re looking for?” The woman spoke flatly, reaching out her hand towards the seat across from her.


  John accepted the invitation and walked up to the seat, resting on top of it. “I’m looking for a container that can keep meat fresh for a long time. It’s also got to carry a lot of weight, so something durable, too.”


  “We do have something that may interest you,” the woman drew her words out, sending a shiver down John’s spine. “There are two versions of this device, actually. It all depends on how much you want to spend. It’s a bag made from the stomach of the Guzzler monster.”


  “A what monster?”


  “A Guzzler monster,” the woman continued, “can eat non-stop for the duration of in its entire life, hence the name. The only difference in these two bags is the age of the creature each was made from.”


  The woman went on to explain that the younger monsters’ stomachs expanded as they aged. The creature would have to take breaks between its meals, which is when its stomach muscles worked to adjust to the right size. However, the adults of the species would never have that problem.


  “We take these bags and add runes to them. The younger bag can only fit one rune, but the adult bag can fit two. That’s where the price difference is. The smaller bag can still carry just as much weight as the bigger bag, but it will keep expanding to fit its contents inside of it. Meanwhile, the bigger bag will fit the same amount and not grow any bigger. The weight of your items, however, will remain unchanged with both of them.”


  “And how much are the bags?” John wanted to ask about the runes, but decided he didn’t quite trust the woman’s information just yet. After all, what kind of salesperson wore a mask? It was shady as hell.


  “The smaller bag is £50,000. The larger bag is £150,000.”


  John felt his jaw drop wide enough to stuff his whole fist inside. Without saying another word, he directly stood up and walked out the shop. Absolutely dumbfounded by the prices, he found himself walking to the Adventurer Guild where he proceeded to sit down and think. As he mulled over the numbers in his head, his ears buzzed with the sounds of the Hall.


  Nearby, Tom was working with some other staff members at one of counters. He was looking through some papers and items when he noticed John. Putting the papers down, Tom reassured the person standing behind him and then proceeded to head toward the second floor, where he just so happened to “notice” John. Playing the part to a T, Tom smiled down at the Sider.


  “How was the training course last night?”


  John looked up and saw it was Tom. Forcing a smile, he said, “It was fine. I knew most of the stuff, just not how to skin a hide or how to cook the meat. Still worth the £100, though!”


  Tom nodded his head at that answer. “As long as you learnt something. You’re back early, though, aren’t you? I know they don’t usually get back for another hour or so. Are the others back, too?”


  “No, I came back last night,” John felt his skin crawl under Tom’s gaze, not sure why. “It would’ve been a waste of time to stay for the rest, so… I came back to the inn for some proper sleep. Now, I’m just trying to figure out how to earn some money for a piece of equipment I need.”


  “Oh?” Tom raised an eyebrow, maintaining his friendly guise. “How much do you need? I could lend some out, interest-free if it’s not too much.”


  John looked at Tom, keeping a poker face.


  Now, I know something is wrong. What’s that old saying? ‘Once is an accident. Twice is a coincidence. Three times is a pattern.’ This guy is being too nice for mere friendliness—he’s got to be up to something. He either wants something from me, or he’s the most generous guy to walk this planet. Bollocks, what does he want from me? Hmn… Let’s give him a little test.


  “It’s £150,000, and even then, I might not be able to pay it back for years,” John made sure to emphasise the years. He paid extra attention to Tom’s reaction, who looked like he was struggling with an answer.


  Tom was actually considering lending him the money.


  John silently confirmed his suspicions, while doing his best to maintain his poker-face.


  “Doesn’t matter, was only joking,” he added a chuckle for good measure. “While I appreciate the thought, it’s too much to borrow from someone. That’s why I’m trying to think of how to make more money.”


  ‘Ding!’


  Congratulations for thinking up a valid add-on skill, we have included the add-on.


  John was getting used to this system trying to sneak up on him. He lowered his head to break eye contact with Tom, pretending to be depressed. Discreetly, he opened the system up and checked the new skill.


  Storage - Idlers 0/99, 1x - 0/1, 10x - 0/1, 100x - 0/1


  Storage:


  1x - Unlocks the 27,000 cubic foot sized space (30x30x30 foot)


  10x - Unlocks the 1,000,000 cubic yard sized space (100x100x100 yards)


  100x - Unlocks the one cubic mile sized space (1x1x1 mile)


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: Freeze’s time completely inside the storage space.


  Perfect timing, yet again. He was only one more skill away from maxing out the system.


  What was he supposed to do when he reached that point?


  I need to wait nine days now for the Maximum Idlers skill to finish levelling. If these skills still cost six days each, then with half the time and all fifteen of my Idlers working at ten seconds per second, they should finish each one in about twenty-eight or twenty-nine minutes! I think I can get the Absorption skill completed, Life Aura, and the 1x Storage Space all done in an hour and a half. By the time I finish walking to Loose Forest, I could get the 10x Storage Space, too, maybe! Nine days… just nine days of waiting…


  John calmed himself down, taking in a shallow breath. For all his excitement, he wanted to go over and start his journey today, but he knew he would lose a lot of money with his current lack of storage.


  The only problem now is how do I explain it when I pull all the items out of nowhere…? I’m going to have to come to town and borrow a bag big enough to carry it all, and then pretend I brought it all the way from Loose Forest like that.


  He closed the system and looked up at Tom, whom he’d almost forgotten about.


  “It’s okay, and I think I’ve thought of something,” He stood up from his seat, a genuine smile painted across his face. “I need to go talk to someone. Thanks for considering lending me money at least!”


  Tom’s smile was a bit clouded, this time. Behind the gloss of his cool and unassuming eyes, a storm raged.


  “No problem,” he said without the slightest hint of anything other than goodwill. “If you need anything else, don’t be afraid to ask. Helping juniors has become the most exciting part of this job, now, so I really don’t mind. To be honest, part of me wants to quit and go back out into the field. I miss the old days, sometimes—hunting with friends I’ve trusted my back to for so many years… There’s no better feeling than knowing full well that the men on your side would do anything to save your life at a moment’s notice.”


  John just smiled politely in return and walked away, shouting his thanks yet again.


  He headed right to the inn, where he searched out the manager to strike up a deal.


  In exchange for nine days free board and meals, John offered the inn manager a whopping five percent of whatever he made on his next ‘big’ hunt. The only condition was that John couldn’t tell the manager what it was he was hunting. Of course, the manager’s curiosity was peaked, but no matter how he asked he wouldn’t get an answer out of the Sider. Deciding it was worth the risk, he agreed anyway.


  John smiled genuinely this time. He was actually happy for this deal. Shaking the manager’s hand, he left the inn to strike another deal with someone else.


  Steeling his courage, John went back to the Speciality shop.


  “Hello again,” the woman greeted him just as curtly as before.


  “Hello,” John cleared his throat. “I was just wondering, are you the owner of these items? Or do you work here and sell them to someone else?”


  “I’m the owner,” the woman answered slowly, once more drawing her words out in a fashion that made the skin on John’s arms crawl. “Why? No, allow me to guess. You’re going hunting and want to borrow one of the bags for the course of your journey. Am I correct?”


  “Yes and no,” John shook off the woman’s condescending tone with a tilt of his head. “I want to borrow the bag, but it will be for a few hours. The furthest I’ll go is about a mile outside the city. After that, whatever price I get from selling it all, I’ll give you five percent.”


  The woman sat completely still, seemingly unconvinced. John kept trying his argument.


  “You can even come and stand at the entrance of the city to watch,” he insisted. “If I go out of your line of sight, you can come get the bag back. I don’t know when it will be, though. I’ll be leaving in nine days, but it could take weeks or possibly even a few months for me to come back and ask for the bag.” John walked up and took a seat at the woman’s counter as he explained the deal.


  “Now this has intrigued me,” the woman chuckled in a stiff, almost charmingly creepy manner. “Normally people ask to borrow it for days on end, then they go off to God knows where. But you… You only want such a short amount of time and so little distance.” Beneath her mask, her eyes sparkled anew, as if something had clicked in the back of her mind.


  “If you only need it for that,” her words were heavy and oozing with suspense. “Why do you need the bag at all? If all you’re hunting goods are only a mile away, that is.” John could feel her gaze even though her eyes were hidden beneath her mask. There was something unreadable about her aura that made John want to ask questions that he didn’t even know the wording to.


  “Sorry, I… can’t tell you the reason. Just the conditions,” John swallowed, stiffening his resolve. He looked directly into where he thought her eyes must have been behind the mask. “Yes or no?”


  There was a pause during which John thought his heart would beat out of his chest.


  “Very well,” the woman finally said. “But I’ll only lend you the small bag, not the big one.” The woman nodded her head and stuck her hand out.


  John shook the woman’s hand while smiling. “Great, thanks for the business.”


  With the agreement made, he left the shop and went back to the Guild Hall where he purchased a map of Loose Forest for £10. When he unfolded the map to have a look at it, he heard the system.


  Scanning…


  Uploaded Loose Forest onto World Map. The area has been unlocked.


  Curious, John opened the system up again while still looking at the map. In the third tab at the top, a map indicator popped up. In the top right corner, there was an arrow pointing upwards.


  He looked at it for a few seconds, and it turned into a World Map. Only the Newbie Town and Loose Forest areas were unlocked. During his time here, he had walked all around Newbie Town and mapped it 100%. Now, because of the map he had bought, he had the Loose Forest area, too! Unfortunately, the areas between the two landmarks still remained blank.


  System, can you point out all Continuous Bears in this area?


  ‘Ding!’


  A pop-up came up in front of the display.


  ToolTip - When in an area you have unlocked, you can scan for all living beings inside. You can then use the Icon’s Map skill to turn one creature into an enemy and other animals into neutral. (To do this you must have mapped 100% of the area.)


  


  Chapter 20


  Let the Massacre Begin


  John smiled at the ToolTip. It was the best news he could have hoped for at the time.


  And so, for the next nine days, he returned to Robert’s for more practice. He focused on eliminating the time needed to go from a resting position to exerting his full strength into any action, as well as showing less tell signs in his movements. He knew better than to ever get cocky in a fight. He decided then and there that he would always give his one hundred percent effort for each and every battle, even small encounters with Jumbo Rabbits. That’s how accidents happened, after all.


  ‘Ding!’


  It’s here!!!


  Idlers: 15/23


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 0/99, +1 Max Idlers - 22/2159


  He kept the Continue option switched to off, and proceeded to put all fifteen of his now-free Idlers into the Absorption skill. The timer came up at 28m 40s. As this time ticked to zero, his body began to feel fresh and rejuvenated. I must have been more dehydrated than I thought!


  Pleased with the results, he continued on and put all fifteen of his free Idlers into the Vision’s Life skill next. The timer appeared at 28m 40s again.


  When it completed, he put the Idlers into Storage, again 28m 40s.


  When the first tier skill of Storage was complete, he put the Idlers back into storage to work toward getting the 10x tier. He needed to complete this skill for the time to freeze inside the container, or else the meat would eventually rot inside his space. Since it was the second part of the skill, the time needed showed up as 14h 25m. It was now 2 pm.


  John said goodbye to Robert and the inn manager, but didn’t go to see Tom. After that last encounter, he was still suspicious of him.


  Finally ready to depart, John left through the city gate and headed toward Loose Forest. At this point, he knew the way without even checking his compass.


  Six uneventful hours later, he arrived at Loose Forest at last.


  He opened up the area map and asked the system to scan the area, setting Continuous Bears as enemies and everything else as neutral. Just by searching through the map, John could tell that Loose Forest was massive. According to the display, the area was three hundred sixty by four hundred fifty-eight miles large, which was over 160,000 square miles total. It was only now that he realised just how much bigger this planet was compared to Earth.


  His old country England, if you include Scotland and Wales, was almost half the size of this forest alone! And this was just one newbie area. John couldn’t even imagine the size of the Capital or of any of the larger city areas.


  The scan completed the scan forty minutes later and in his sight, on the world map, the area Loose Forest was now covered in red. There are so many bears that he couldn’t even separate the red dots on the map without having to zoom in a lot.


  Scanning Complete:


  Continuous Bear count - 326,967.


  Neutral Targets: 15,769,204


  Buried Treasure: 16


  ???: 3


  Wow, there’s much more here than I thought. That’s almost one bear every half a mile, there must be multiple nests of them all over the place. This area just has much less, which is why it took me so long to encounter the bear last time.


  If each bear gives me 1 hour in the Time Pool… 326,967 hours is 13,621 days… That converts to… Ah! 486 months, or 40 years of time. If, on average, I get £80 per bear—that’s £26 million, too! Hah, I hope the guild master can afford that.


  The thought of driving Tom to bankruptcy strangely made him smile, albeit a little evilly.


  The Photographic Memory and Thinking Speed skills sure helped with calculating numbers. At a level twenty, he found he could do maths like this with ease. He wondered how god-like he would be if he could ever reach the level cap.


  Right then, the nearest bear to me is just over a mile to the West of here. I’ve still got eight hours till the 10x tier of the Storage skill is completed. Then I’ve got to wait for the 100x to complete, too.


  Hopefully, the meat won’t rot, John frowned at the thought. I’ll have to get everything out and check it all as soon as the skill finishes completing. I’ll go through and keep everything that’s fine, and throw everything that’s rotten.


  And so, John walked in the direction of the nearest bear. He kept his cool, feeling there was nothing to worry about meeting with this old foe. After all the training and preparation he’d gone through, he felt confident. After twenty minutes of his brisk pace, he was getting near to where the bear was supposed to be.


  It was then that the bear saw him and charged.


  Without much warning, a Continuous Bear made itself known by standing up only a few feet away from where John stood. It swung its right paw down, but John’s reactions were faster. In a fluid stream of motion, John smacked the claw with his right palm, aiming for the centre as it was coming down. The bears swing was put to a complete halt!


  Not losing any of his momentum, John pushed forward while closing his right elbow and pointing it at the bear. He smashed his elbow right into the middle of the bear’s stomach, tearing the flesh and dislodging some of the bone. With the elbow still in the bear, John stepped to his right and hit his right hand with his left palm, adding another shock wave through his arm and into the bear. As he completed his movements, John quickly dashed a few feet back.


  The bear stood no chance. It caved in and started falling forwards, at which point John sprinted forward again. He lifted his right knee and smashed it against the bear’s bottom jaw just as the creature was dropping. With a resounding ‘CRACK!’, the bear’s entire set of teeth, its jaw, and its nose all shattered in mere seconds.


  It was knocked unconscious.


  The entire fight had lasted 3 seconds.


  What a difference training does, John went over the fight in his head. I can counter now, instead of just panicking. He sighed at the thought of the pain he had to go through to kill a bear compared to now.


  Even though I’m going to slaughter all these bears, I still can’t bring myself to torture the innocent. If it were the bear that caused me all the pain, then I’d gladly torture the bastard for days… But this bear deserves a quick death.


  With that in mind, John grabbed the creature’s neck and used the Crush Grip to end its life instantly. Remembering Gavin’s instruction, he then tore the skin on its neck to bleed the animal out before he sat down to start skinning it.


  After eight hours, he had already killed forty-eight bears, each of them only lasting a few seconds against him in battle. All the bears he killed were also converted into one hour each for the Time Pool. It now accumulated at over two days’ worth of time.


  Putting all Idlers back into the skill to get 100x Storage, the timer came up as 2d 17h. Seeing it as the perfect opportunity, John used all of his Time Pool funds and got the clock down to 12h.


  John was excited and hunted all throughout the night. Although he couldn’t even see the trees in the dark, he could see any surrounding wildlife by using his Life Vision skill.


  At 4:30am, John found himself physically drained. Ready to call it a night, he felt around for a tree where he could buckle down for some sleep. Finding a sturdy-enough tree, he punched the bark ever-so-slightly. Repeating this process, he fashioned a foot ladder of some kind, to help him scale the tree.


  The branches that connected to the actual trunk were very thick and tightly woven together; he could rest in them comfortably without having to worry about falling out.


  Feeling the exhaustion setting into his bones, John laid his head onto his leafy bed and drifted to sleep.


  When he woke up it was 2pm. He’d slept in later than usual. Checking over the Idle System, there was about an hour and a half left for the 100x Storage skill to be completed. Wiping the tiredness out of his eyes, he figured that he might as well kill a couple of bears to get the clock to finish quicker.


  The closest bear was right under the tree, sniffing at his makeshift ladder. John smiled and quietly thanked the gods before proceeding to climbed down. At about twenty feet above the bear, he leaped down, performing an axe kick and driving his heel hit into the bears head.


  The creature’s skull exploded on impact.


  Not much time passed before John felled another bear and collected enough in his Time Pool to complete the 100x Storage skill. Now with the added bonus for reaching the level cap, all the items he placed into the container would freeze in time. As planned, he removed his items from the storage slot, inspecting any for signs of rot or decay.


  Smiling at the lack of any spoiled meat, he put everything back in.


  Now that he’d completed that skill, he had nothing left to worry about! Putting all fifteen of his Idlers into the Vision skill, he figured it would come in handy during his night-time hunts. He didn’t want to have to feel around in the dark for a tree to sleep in ever again.


  That came up as 14h 25m, same time as the 10x Storage skill had needed.


  Curious, John calculated how long it would take him to go through the whole area, factoring in his current speed and stamina. After throwing around some numbers, he decided that it would take him at a number of years.


  He needed to get his Sprinter skill up, so he could run longer and cover more ground per day. That would shave at least half the time off, he guessed.


  At level 10 Sprinter, with the max bonus, he’d be a lot faster while running. Plus, at that level, he would be able to run for two and half hours at full speed without stopping before he ran out of stamina.


  He planned to cover this whole area in about two years’ time. To do that he needed to cover about fifteen miles a day. But then, he also wanted to check out the buried treasures and the mysterious ‘???’ symbol on the map. The icons are somewhere, but with all the red markers for the bears he couldn’t see them clearly.


  All this in mind, John set off at a walking pace to the West again, toward the closest red dot on his Transparent World Map.


  A month later, he found the first buried “Treasure” listed on his map. It was a grey, circular stone—both sides flat, an inch thick, and about 3 inches both in length and width. He had no idea what it was, but if the system called it a treasure, he figured it must be good for something.


  Four months later, he found the first ‘???’ symbol listed on his map. It was a small, glowing green rock. The system didn’t say anything even after he picked it up. He needed to find someone to appraise the item.


  But first, his killing spree.


  


  Chapter 21


  The Shocked Town


  19 Months Later


  It was a beautiful day with a few clouds in the sky. The sun was out, but wasn’t too hot either.


  Paying no heed to difference in time, John strolled into the Speciality shop. His clothes were a little worn out, and he was barefooted. He was a little taller and broader now, standing just over six foot two.


  The masked woman was sitting at the counter, seemingly unbothered by almost anything at this point. She idly stared out the window, barely acknowledging John’s presence in the shop.


  “Hello,” John stepped forward and sat in the empty seat after greeting her. “I’m here to complete the deal we made a while back.” He noticed there were quite a few more white hairs on the woman’s head compared to the last time they’d met.


  “I thought you’d forgotten about me,” the woman turned her head with a steady and precise movement, her words matching the motion with almost calculated precision. “Or that maybe you’d moved on, or even died.” She was now staring directly at John, or, so he thought. “I did not expect that you would come back after two years.”


  At the rate she was speaking, John couldn’t help but wonder if another two years had passed since stepping in here! Biting back a smirk at his own joke, he addressed the woman with a fondness.


  “Well, what can I say? There were more of them then I expected, and the area was much bigger. If I hadn’t got used to the terrain and picked up my running speed, it would have taken a few more years. Anyway, can I please borrow the bag now? You can come watch if you want.”


  The woman nodded and stood up, surprisingly with great ease for someone her age. She walked through the back-door and returned with the small bag she’d described during John’s first visit. The shop keep sat back down and passed the bag to John.


  “Not coming? You trust me that much, or is there some secret here I don’t know about?” John wondered if there was some way the woman could track this bag.


  The woman just shook her head dismissively and returned to gazing out of the window. John shrugged his shoulders and exited the shop.


  While he was walking to a mile away from the city, he opened the system to check his stats after two years of hunting.


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.8


  Name: John


  Age: 17


  Idlers: 0/43


  Time Pool: 0


  Skill Points: 0


  HP: 145


  Attack: E (450 Points)


  Defence: N/A (30 points)


  Stamina: S (1 Hour)


  Closing the system, he thought over a few of the events that had passed during his time in the forest. Time-wise, it had taken a total of sixteen years to complete the Sprinter skill. If he hadn’t had the Time Pool to help, he would have still needed at least another year to finish killing the bears in the area.


  After killing groups of bears at a time, he would increase the Sprinter skill’s level, becoming faster and able to fight for much longer. He eventually completed the skill before finishing the area. His kills added up in the system, and he gained a total of more than forty years in the Time Pool. The rest of the time was split between most of the defensive skills and the Maximum Idler skill.


  After some astute observations during this time, John also figured out that one or more from the defence skills had somehow increased his attack skills. He still hadn’t figured out which one. Another detail he noticed was that if he had more than one Idler in any skill, he could get them to work on multiple things at the same time, like the Bone Density skill. With three Idlers in the Bone Density slot, he could work on Toughness, Marrow, and Cell Production at the same time. The only drawback was that it didn’t show the time needed when doing this; it was like playing blind.


  Over the years, his HP had increased by one point per skill level in the list of defensive skills. The only one that was excluded from this was the Mind Strength skill.


  What had John worried now was his Stamina. The Sprinter skill was the only thing that increased his stamina rank temporarily, but unfortunately it was a pain to get the full use of this perk. Sprinter only activated when going over eight miles per hour, so if he was fighting at a slower pace, then his stamina usage was a lot greater per fight.


  Opening the system again he checked over some skill levels.


  Attack List:


  Palm Toughness - Idlers 2/99, Power Level - 30/100, Speed - 18/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100


  Knuckle Damage - Idlers 2/99, Power Level - 30/100, Speed - 18/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100


  Elbow Damage - Idlers 2/99, Power Level - 30/100, Speed - 18/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100


  Knee Damage - Idlers 2/99, Power Level - 30/100,Speed - 18/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100


  Feet Damage - Idlers 2/99, Power Level - 30/100,Speed - 18/100, Ignore Defence - 0/100


  John walked to about a mile away and opened the bag that he borrowed. Then, he used his Storage Space, which, at this point, was massive. Everything inside didn’t even cover up the space’s floor yet, and he still had a mile upwards worth of space after that.


  He kept the bag open and willed everything to come out, tossing everything inside of the monster bag. The bag’s opening stayed the same size, but the bag sure didn’t. It kept growing and growing to accommodate all of John’s items.


  When everything was settled inside the bag, John tied the knot closed and looked at its mass. The poor thing had stretched to roughly sixteen feet high and around thirty feet wide.


  Just what is the maximum size of this bag? I’ve got to ask when I get back! There’s no way I’m going to test it just in case it bursts.


  Before lugging all of this back, he decided to check on his defence skills, especially the Skeletal Muscle skill. If it wasn’t high enough, he didn’t think he could pull this bag to town on his own.


  Defence List:


  Flesh’s Strength - Idlers 1/99, Regeneration - 20/100, Time - 1y 1mo 22d 14h 16m 54s


  Organ’s Strength - Idlers 2/99, Regeneration - 20/100, Lung Capacity - 10/100


  Blood’s Capacity - Idlers 3/99, Cell Speed - 15/100, Transportation - 5/10, White Cells - 5/10


  Bones Density - Idlers 3/99, Toughness - 15/100, Marrow - 10/100, Cell Production 5/10


  Muscle Elasticity - Idlers 3/99, Cardiac - 10/100, Skeletal - 10/100, Smooth - 10/100


  Mind’s Strength - Idlers 2/99, Thinking Speed 32/100, Senses - 3/10


  Elbow Joint - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 0/100


  Knee Joint - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 0/100


  Shoulder Joint - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 0/100


  Ankle Joint - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 0/100


  Misc List:


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 19/99, +1 Max Idlers - 42/2159, Time - 18d 13h 42m 24s


  Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/99, +1 Idler Workers - 0/2061


  ??? - Idlers 0/99, ??? - 0/1, ??? - 0/1 (unlocks after thinking speed 50)


  ??? - Idlers 0/99, ??? - 0/1, ??? - 0/1 (unlocks after Senses 8)


  Closing the system, John grabbed the tied bag opening and swung it over his shoulder. Taking a deep breath, he started to pull it towards town. The system told him the weight of the bag was estimated to be around two metric tons.


  Skeletal Muscle’s extra strength is really coming in handy right now! Lift with the knees and not the back!


  John pulled the bag ever so slowly, each step he took sank into the ground about an inch from the weight of the bag. As he got within view of the town gate, the guards were shocked at what they saw.


  One guard ran up to see what the commotion was. He saw John pulling the ludicrously sized bag and was stunned into absolute stupefaction. After a few seconds, he came out of it and told John that the bag was too big to fit inside the city entrance. The door was only fifteen feet by fifteen feet.


  “No problem, it’s all loose items inside the bag!” John reassured the guard. “It will shift to fit through, just get some people at the top to push the bag under the entrance. Whether you help me or not, I’m coming through.”


  The guard gritted his teeth for a few seconds, then ran back into the city. He decided he’d better get help, just in case. A dozen or so guards came out to help, standing a foot apart from each other above the entrance. They were armed with sticks to push the bag through.


  John was on top of the drawbridge now, which was creaking so badly that he thought it would collapse underneath him. However, it managed to hold through and John kept going.


  He crossed through the city entrance, and the bag did get stuck. The guards used their sticks and John pulled extra hard. The city walls shook whenever John pulled on the bag, dust was coming off the walls. Some guards even thought it was going to coming down!


  By this point, half of the bag was inside the city already. John carried on pulling. Making his way down the narrow streets, now it was the houses’ and shops’ turns to get scraped. The bags trying to expand across the width of the street, but the buildings lining the path prevented it from doing so. Nowhere else to go, it extended upwards instead.


  After the majority of the bag had passed through the gate, the bag now reached higher than the houses they passed. The sounds of tiles dropping onto the floor increased with every step, and John began to shout apologies for each broken edifice.


  “I’ll pay for that.”


  “Sorry about that.”


  “That one was already loose, to begin with.”


  John kept this up for about two hours as he made his way to the Guild Hall. The entire city had been blocked off because of him. No one could get in or out. People were trapped in their houses or various shops all along the road. Leaving his bag just outside, John strode into the Guild Hall with great presence.


  Making a scene, John proudly carried himself to the middle of the hall where he stood atop a chair and yelled out.


  “I need help to unload all this stuff! They’re items to complete some quests multiple times! I know how many are there, so I trust there will be no sleight of hands whatsoever! Anyone who helps will get paid, so don’t worry about that! The more people that help, the faster this gets done! Then we can all carry on with our lives!”


  With his voice still bouncing off of the walls of the hall, John returned to his bag that still sat outside of the Guild Hall. He found the opening of the bag and untied the knot, spreading it wide so that the contents were visible. With a wide smile, John waited for people to come help and opened up the system again.


  Completed List:


  Flesh Strength - Immunity and Placement


  Organ Strength - Stomach Acid


  Mind Strength - Memory


  Continuous - Continue Option


  Impurity Filter - Filter Option


  Analyser Eye - Godly


  Senses - Time, Sight and Hearing


  Idlers Speed


  Dismantler - Master Option


  Directions - Map, Transparent and Icons


  Absorption - Water


  Vision - Night and Life


  Storage - 1x, 10x and 100x


  Sprinter - Reduction Cost


  


  Chapter 22


  Shopping


  John was organising the people who decided to help out, and each person carried at least two items into the warehouse, after the staff checked it and wrote it down. Very soon piles of paperwork formed.


  Hearing the commotion, Tom came downstairs. Upon seeing John for the first time in two years, the man felt a weight being lifted off of his shoulders. Tom had worried that something had happened to the Sider, and even secretly sent people to try to find information. After months of nothing, however, he had to give up.


  Rehearsed smile returning to his tired face, Tom approached John and was about to speak up, when John began to address the crowd.


  “There’s a total of 326,967 Continuous Bear Hides and Gallbladders! 3,26,967 Claws at 10 per set and over 9,809,010 grams of the best part of the bear’s meat!”


  He took a deep breath and continued, the crowd absolutely gawking.


  “With everyone helping, we’ll get through this as soon as possible. I’ve already worked it out for you guild members, and the total I am to receive comes down to £26,155,000. I even rounded down for your sake!”


  He turned around and saw Tom, his calm and composed demeanour absolutely failing to mask how pale-faced he was. If he squinted, John could almost make out a drop of sweat streaking down Tom’s cheekbone.


  “Guild master, what’s wrong? Don’t tell me the Guild Hall can’t afford it? I’ve already promised these workers their pay, and I can’t pay them if I can’t get paid by the guild.”


  John’s voice boomed through the hall, as if he just so coincidentally spoke loud enough for everyone to overhear. The workers stopped what they were doing and stared at Tom, their eyes turning into daggers.


  “No, we got the money,” Tom recovered, speaking in just as loud of a voice. “You just took me completely by surprise, that’s all. I’ll pay the amount directly into your Adventurer Account.”


  Even if Tom wanted to deny paying earlier, there was no way he could now.


  “Wait, who dismantled all these bears? Was it someone the guild as approved of?” Tom eyed the evenly-cut corpses, almost admiring their work.


  John clearly heard the man’s question, but didn’t answer him. He pretended not to hear him and went to the counter to set up an Adventurer Account. From what he gathered, it was something like a bank that charged a service. Typically, no adventurer below a Rank B even needed one, which made for an annoyance when filling in some of the forms. A good amount of time later, he returned with a new ID card and passed it to Tom.


  “Who was it that dismantled these?” Tom asked again, a hint of avarice bubbling through his friendly guise.


  “A friend. Someone the guilds approved of. He doesn’t want his name disclosed, though.” John put on his best poker face. If Tom exposed that the dismantling job wasn’t done professionally, it could shave millions off of the total worth of his items.


  “You do know,” words drawn out like syrup, Tom’s visage returned once more to a veil of impenetrable calm, “the consequences of lying about this, right?” Something about his gaze hardened, hinting at a seething frustration hidden deep within. “If proven that you are lying, the consequences would be quite grave.” His lips twinged the slightest bit at the words, “A fine of thousands… No, millions.”


  “Let the work speak for itself,” John did not waver. Two years ago, he might have shuddered under such an obvious threat, but he’d grown since the last time he’d been here. “Anyone here can see how each hide has no damage done to them. The claws still have the tips attached; the gallbladder hasn’t burst, and even the meat is trimmed to the best part and whole.


  “I only just learned how to skin before I left on this trip, there’s no way I could become so skilled in such a short amount of time, right? Two years is a long time but, it’s not THAT long,” John smiled at the crowd, all of them were eating his words up like candy.


  Tom had no ground left to stand. It was true, all the evidence pointed to the fact that a master must have dismantled these corpses. There was no way John could have become this good with only two years. Deciding to cut his losses and to go along with John’s word, Tom gave his approval.


  After an hour, everything was sorted out. John’s adventurer rank went from H to F because of the number of quests he did, in addition to surviving in the wilderness for two years, and the strength he had shown dragging a bag that weighed over 2 tons. To his dismay, he found that he needed to complete a unique quest to get to rank E.


  John looked at his adventurer card.


  Name: John


  Age: 17


  Rank: F


  Quest’s completed: 326,975


  Money: £26,155,000


  There were about 200 people who helped out, John gave each one £300, totalling to £60,000.


  The first thing he purchased with his money was a copy of all the area maps the guild had for sale, whether they were close to this town or not. He pretended to put them inside the bag, but they went directly to his storage space. The system started scanning them one by one while in his storage.


  There was a total of 975 highly detailed area maps from all around the world that the guild had mapped out. Each one costs £10.


  In the midst of his shopping spree, he saw the guild ran a charity for the orphaned kids of adventurers fallen in battle, so he donated £1,007,470 to bring his money to precisely £25 million.


  “Not bad for around an hour of work inside a building where it’s safe, right guys? Thanks for the help.” John waved as he was walking out the guild.


  Collecting his belongings, his funds, and his composure, John left the Hall and returned to his inn.


  John had promised the inn manager and the woman at the speciality shop 5% of the earnings as part of his deal. He took the 5% each from the £25 million as he counted the rest (including the charity money) as “work expenditure”. He rewarded them both with £1,250,000, each of them satisfied without question. John made sure to hand the bag back to the masked woman. Feeling he could trust her now, he asked about the runes she’d mentioned 2 years ago.


  Without reservations, the old woman picked up a blank rune and showed it to him. It was then that he mentioned the buried treasure that he found while he was hunting. He had 16 of them.


  They’re grey circular stones, both sides flat, an inch thick and about 3 inches both length and width.


  The woman’s masked face tilted at this description. John buckled down for a long explanation.


  “Equipment is ranked and coloured. However, the normal human eye cannot see these colours as the equipment doesn’t shine with them. You need a skill for appraisal to see them. They are:


  Normal - White,


  Rare - Blue,


  Epic - Purple,


  Legendary - Gold, and


  Mythical - Rainbow.


  “Each piece of equipment has slots that we place runes in to boost the effect of the equipment. Like this small bag, it’s got a rune attached to it called Durability and is a Normal bag. The big bag has two runes: Durability and Time Freeze. It’s a Rare bag.


  “The higher the rank of the equipment, the more slots there are for runes. Of course, there’s also shit equipment which has the stats of an Epic but no rune slots, so you have to be careful when buying them.


  “There are millions of different versions of runes because, you draw whatever you can imagine using monster’s blood, and it will either work or it won’t.


  “You could draw a dagger, and it could give you a Bleeding effect. The strength of the monster’s blood, the design of the drawing, as well as the rarity of the blank rune all help improve the efficiency of the rune. Blank runes are ranked the same as equipment too.”


  The woman wrapped up her rather long string of dialogue and laid back in her chair. Seeing his opportunity to ask questions, John spoke up.


  “Do you have any clothes that have rune slots? Preferably something self-mending or self-cleaning? I could also use some boots with extreme durability, too. I don’t care about price, as long as it lets me walk to any hunting area without having to come back barefooted and half-naked.”


  “We can order you some custom-made ones if you want the same style as what you’re…” As her voice trailed, John could feel the woman’s gaze looking him up and down. His trousers were completely non-existent from the knee down, he was barefooted, and bits of his shirt were disintegrating. “Go get some proper clothes from the guild hall, first. When you come back, we can set up the order.”


  John was surprised that she was the first person to comment on his appearance. Motivated to make this as quick a trip as possible, John rushed to the guild, repurchased the same set clothing for the 3rd time, and sprinted back to the shop.


  “Right, that’s better,” the woman picked up her conversation as if nothing had happened. “I can order custom-made ones for you. Depending on the runes, it could take anywhere from 12 days to 2 months to get here.


  “You are still growing, however. Humans don’t fully develop until the age of 21, so if you order now, then they might not fit you in a year or even six months from now. Are you sure you want to order them?”


  The woman had to ask as this was going to be a big order.


  “Yes, I want the same clothes, just like what I’m wearing. How much are we talking, price-wise? I want to get the best that I can afford.”


  “Might I suggest a rune called Self-Size, too, since you’re buying the best? This rune will make it so no matter how big you get, they will still fit. Of course, there’s a limit with this rune, but it should be fine.”


  “Okay, I’ll take that suggestion. That way if I ever get fat, I can still wear them around too,” John chuckled. “So that’s Self-Mend, Self-Clean, Durability, and Self-Size. The max is five, right? How about a Rune to change their colours too? Wouldn’t always want to wear black… Oh, and if possible, I want a belt to match this set, too.”


  “Colour Change? That’s fine. If you accept then that would mean you need 4 Mythical traditional attires, which include the shirt, trousers, belt, and boots. Correct?”


  John nodded, preparing for the damage.


  “With the runes, materials, transportation, labour work, and monster’s blood needed to make it…. You’ll most likely need £20 million. £5 million for each of the Mythical with five planted runes that you’ve picked out.


  “If this were armour, then you would be looking at £200 million per piece with five empty slots. So you’re actually saving quite a sum.”


  John nodded to the deal. He signed a contract and gave her the money transfer with his Adventure Card.


  Done with the town shops, he then went to Robert’s to buy all the martial arts he could, including all the other martial arts he didn’t want last time. John brought all the advanced, master, and even the secret skills that the Siders passed on from hundreds of years ago. It cost him £800,000 total. He estimated that it would take him about three months to complete everything, including practice time.


  By that time, his custom ordered clothes would be here. Then, he could go adventuring to different towns and fight some stronger monsters for more time in the Time Pool.


  Thinking about how he was a multimillionaire just a few hours ago, and now had a little more than £500,000 on his card, a saying came to mind while he silently shed a couple of tears.


  “Easy come, easy go.”


  


  Chapter 23


  The Con


  John stayed at the inn for the three months of time, practising all the martial arts that he had purchased. It was his prerogative to master each and every one. His Mythical clothes arrived a bit later than expected, due to some error with the teleportation rune. As an apology, John received £100,000 back from the company. Even though he didn’t need the money, he wasn’t stupid enough to reject a gift. He accepted the extra funds with open arms.


  They fit perfectly, and the material is so nice. Maybe silk? I’m not very good with textiles.


  Over the months, John had made a habit of wearing pure white during the day and black during the night. He simply did it for no other reason than to change the colours.


  The inn manager would not charge John and told him he would have free stay for as long as the building stood.


  After so much time, John finally asked what the name of the inn was. It was that question which stumped the manager. Bursting into a laughing fit, tears welled up in the man’s eyes. All this time, and he didn’t even know the name! It was the same as the town name: Newbie Inn.


  Nineteen days after arriving in the town, John’s Maximum Idlers levelled up. He used a trick to remove all the Idlers he could get out of the skills, freeing them up.


  It was time to focus his efforts onto one thing: to raise his Defence. He put all Idlers he could fit into Blood Capacity’s White Cells skill and completed it after another three weeks. He then put all Idlers into Transportation and finished that in three weeks, too.


  After a few levels of Blood Capacity’s Toughness, he noticed that his Defence did not go up at all. So he took them out after it had levelled up, and put them into Bones Density’s Cell Production, which got completed in three weeks as well.


  After that, he put them all into toughness, and when it hit level twenty, his attack points went up!


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.8


  Name: John


  Age: 17


  Idlers: 0/44


  Time Pool:


  Skill Points: 0


  HP: 164


  Attack: C (600 Points)


  Defence: N/A (30 points)


  Stamina: SS (2 Hours)


  Defence List:


  Blood Capacity - Idlers 0/99, Cell Speed - 15/100


  Bone Density - Idlers 44/99, Toughness - 20/100, Marrow - 11/100, Time - 1mo 5d 16h 23m 46s


  Misc List:


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 0/99, +1 Max Idlers - 43/2159


  Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/99, +1 Idler Workers - 0/2061


  Completed List:


  Flesh Strength - Immunity and Placement


  Organ Strength - Stomach Acid


  Blood Capacity - Transportation and White Cells


  Bone Density - Cell Production


  Senses - Time, Sight, and Hearing


  And as soon as the Bone Density skill rose to level 20, he got one hundred fifty attack points, boosting him to the bare minimum requirements for Rank C. The time needed to get to level 21 was lower than what he’d needed to hit level 20 in the first place. John assumed after every ten levels, the time was reduced by some amount. The most time needed would be from levels that ended with a nine.


  When White Cells completed its levelling, he had one hundred percent complete immunity to poison.


  At the completion of the Blood Capacity’s Transportation skill, John noted that his muscles felt a lot more powerful. It was like his whole body was getting more nutrients, oxygen, and anything else it needed to maintain its peak of fitness.


  The best one was still the Bone Density’s Cell Production skill. With that completed, his body felt absolutely invigorated—like he could wrestle a tiger with one hand behind his back! He believed this is what some athletes did, called ‘Blood doping’. It was hazardous for them, but it was undoubtedly safe for John.


  Out of everything he levelled up, one of those skills had changed his fighting stamina from one hour to two. He had no idea which one it was, and that really bothered him. Maybe it was the blood, since athletes do it to win? But if it was that, then what other skill could get him to 3 hours for Rank SSS?


  There was just one last thing to do before setting off dramatically into the sunset, maybe to never return to this town again.


  With ill intentions, he stormed into Tom’s office, playing the part of the angry Sider.


  “Why didn’t you tell me the truth?” John bellowed as he put on a scene for the older man. He growled his words, almost snarling. “What, did you think I couldn’t handle it?”


  Tom’s calm facade was almost completely shattered on impact. Stomach doing flips, he clenched up and assumed the worst.


  “What are you talking about?” He was visibly shaken, but desperately trying to keep his voice as steady as he could. He placed the paper he was reading aside, giving John his full attention.


  “Don’t act like you don’t know,” John spat, “I forced it out of him! There’s a loophole in the rules—telling a Sider about it isn’t a problem. We’ve already tested it.”


  Tom sat completely rigid, face losing all traces of colour.


  “You tried using me!” John went on, “All your kind acts were complete bullshit!”


  What Tom couldn’t possibly have known was that John was only fishing at this point. Perhaps had Tom been as clear-headed as his exterior typically suggested, he could have considered this as a possibility. Perhaps if, at that moment, the pressures of his position in his assigned chain of command hadn’t magnified tenfold… Perhaps if he hadn’t suppressed his true nature to such extreme extent, all to play his part… Perhaps…


  But no, there was no ‘perhaps’ in this cold reality, which was something that Tom had come to understand all too well. His perfectly moulded coat of armour came crashing down all around him, exposing the ugly, pink, and writhing mess of a human that was left of his true self.


  Brows knitting into a fearsome knot, Tom’s face reddened as he brought his fist crashing down against the desk. From the very core of his being, he released a monstrous, blood-curdling howl. John held his ground as he witnessed, for the first time, Tom’s true nature.


  “So, you know why I was so nice to you then. Well, so what?!” He spat his words like daggers laced with the venom of a snake, voice somehow steady despite the rest of his form trembling with a dark rage. “It’s not like it’s going to change anything. You’ll still have to choose between the path of a Demon or a Saint, regardless. Simply knowing about it will not save you!”


  At those words, a look of utter horror distorted Tom’s face once more, eyes bulging almost completely out of their sockets. A blood vessel burst, then another. And another. It was as if all the pressures of Tom’s tumultuous life had materialized, and were now exploding from inside of his body. Blood began to spurt from the orifices of Tom’s twisted face. It dripped from his eye sockets and the corners of his mouth, gushing from his nose with great force. Frozen in chilling terror, John witnessed as Tom clutched his chest with the last of his force of will.


  As if stricken by one final blow to his heart, Tom threw his head back and collapsed onto the desk.


  He died with his eyes open.


  John’s head was swimming in questions with no answers. He was lost in a sea of Tom’s final words, and for the first time in two years…


  He panicked.


  “HELP!!!” John’s voice cried out, shaky but fuelled by enough urgency to rattle the building itself, ever so slightly. The seconds that passed felt like hours. Tom’s lifeless eyes bore into John’s skull, accusations of guilt penetrating deep into the back of his retinas. John was frozen in place, standing only an arm’s width away from Tom’s ruined body.


  I need to… do something…!


  Primal instincts overriding any sense of fear, John watched as his body seemed to know what to do on its own. He pulled Tom’s still-warm form close against his own, checking for some kind of pulse. Efforts fruitless, he flipped Tom over and was about to begin doing compression, when other staff members started trickling into the office— each of them freezing at the sight they beheld.


  “He collapsed! He was clutching his chest, and—I think he had some kind of heart attack—get someone with medical knowledge in here NOW!” John roared, giving the staff no time to think about what was happening. Panicked though he was, John knew they wouldn’t be able to recall the smaller details later if an investigation was opened about the event.


  In the two minutes it took for a doctor to arrive at the scene, John had regained some of his lost composure. That was right. He had to make sure that he was not tied to this death. He couldn’t be labelled as a murderer, no matter what!


  When the doctor entered the room, John was crouching over Tom’s body, trying to urgently perform CPR on the stiffening corpse. Tom’s still-fresh blood smeared across John’s face as he pressed his lips against the older man’s, doing his best to put on a show for the doctor. He had to make his desperation seem as convincing as possible. He had to be the least suspecting person if this turned out to be a crime scene!


  The doctor rushed to Tom’s side, moving John aside to check for any signs of life. With a solemn shake of his head, John knew better than to reel the act in now. He cried out and once more threw himself on top of Tom’s body, trying desperately to resuscitate the dead man. Overwhelmed by such a display, the doctor didn’t know how to respond except to throw his own body onto John’s, mustering all the strength he could to wrench the man apart from the Guild Manager’s languid body. John protested, crying out that Tom could still be saved—that he just needed to try a little harder!


  Moments after, the rest of the staff members streamed back into the office. Seeing John’s absolute distraught, they “forcefully” removed him from Tom’s body, foiling his attempts to bring the dead man back. Playing into the role of the emotionally devastated victim, John pretended to be angered and threw his fists around in a fit of hopelessness. He lashed out at the bookshelves and files in particular, trying to perhaps catch sight of any information that might explain Tom’s last words further.


  Finding nothing, John slowly let his tantrum fade into a melancholic lull. He lowered his head with his hand covering his mouth, just in case a slight grin threatened to pop up. Proud of his acting skills, he felt like he could get away from a life sentence in prison, at this rate.


  Head still lowered, he let his anxious mind run wild.


  He was a nice guy to me for his own benefit, but he didn’t deserve to die… especially not like that. What even was it that killed him!? I know I caused his death accidentally, but I could still be charged with murder if they frame it that way… The thought of getting away without being charged almost put a smile on my face at the wrong time!


  After an hour in the waiting room with his head down, the doctor announced to all staff that Tom had died of a heart attack, but an investigation was still needed.


  Various members of the staff came up and asked John a few questions, which he answered truthfully to some extent. He’d come to ‘say goodbye’ to Tom on his way out of town, and that’s when Tom was struck by the attack. It wasn’t a complicated story, and not far from the truth. None of the staff members seemed to suspect him in the least.


  Free from the scene, John let himself wander. Once more, his head was swimming.


  The path of a Saint? A Demon? What was Tom talking about? What secrets was he keeping from me…?


  Running a hand through his hair, John walked up to the quest board. He recalled that, to raise to E Rank, there was a special mission that he had to complete. Trying to take his mind off of the mysteries that plagued it, John read over the different options he had on the board. His eye landed on one particular quest.


  Escort a merchant from here though some dangerous E-F ranked areas.


  Deciding to give one final show to any onlookers, John stepped once more into the role of ‘angry griever’ and tore the quest sheet from the board, slightly scrunching the paper up in his grip. He veered over to the nearest counter and slammed the slip onto the counter, demanding the staff-worker to give him the quest as soon as possible.


  He wanted to leave the impression that he was overwhelmed by the death of a “friend”, and merely wanted to get some time away from this place.


  When the quest was registered to his name, he left the building in a flurry, pausing just outside of the entrance. With a single drawn-out motion, he swept his gaze up to where Tom’s office was. He clenched his fist tight, glaring up at the window and cursing fate.


  Whether this was part of an act or not, he wasn’t entirely sure.


  


  Chapter 24


  Halfway There


  BANG!


  John smashed a giant spider to bits, using his bare hands. The monster was four feet tall and fifteen feet wide with its legs spread out. Its main body was only one foot by two feet, though. It was pitch black with a white pattern on its back.


  This was called a Black Lace Weaver by the system. This type of spider shot webs at its targets to slow them down. It had two huge fangs that were dripping with what John assumed to be poison. It had more than eight eyes, but John didn’t bother counting them.


  For the most part, John’s body was strong enough to ignore the webs they shot. They just snapped from the pulling force he generated, as John carried on running at the spider.


  After killing the spider, it gave John 1h 20m in the Time Pool.


  John pulled off whatever web was left on his body after the fight, and walked back to the carriage where the merchant was. From this vantage point, John watched the other four adventurers in their party take down another spider.


  “Aren’t you going to go help them?” The merchant watched John lay down in the carriage. The defenceless client was still scared there might be more spiders, as his head kept twitching around nervously.


  “There aren’t any more enemies around, so you can relax.” John nodded back at the other escorts and added, “plus, they need to fight more monsters for more experience. How are they going to grow stronger if someone’s there holding their hands every time something happens? If it endangers the whole group, then I’ll help them.”


  John tried to calm the merchant down. He used Life vision to check the surroundings, there were a hundred spiders in the forest on either side of the road, but none were close.


  I really want to kill all two-hundred-something of these spiders for the Time Pool, but it would take a while if I went off. Something might happen to the carriage, and then I could fail the quest and lose the rank promotion too. I’ve got to give up so much for this quest. John sighed and kept an eye on the fight outside using Life vision.


  After roughly five minutes, the fight was over. None of the adventurers were injured, and well-coordinated teamwork had helped kill the spider quicker.


  Over the past month on this quest, the other four members of the group had grown closer. Since leaving the town, John still refused to fight with them. He was usually sleeping inside the carriage as they travelled.


  The only reason that no one spoke against this was because whenever the carriage came under attack, John was the first one to act. He usually handled everything by himself, they could tell that he was much stronger than them. With another month of the quest to go, they doubted his attitude would change.


  In this past month, Level 25 of the Bone Density skill had taken over thirteen hours with a total of forty-four Idle workers in it. John worked it out in his head. With 440 seconds per second and half the time from Idler Speed level 9… It would have taken 1y 5mo 1d 12h worth of time at the start.


  He experimented during this month. He got each skill to Level 25. When the Muscle Elasticity’s Skeletal skill hit Level 25, he could feel the difference in strength, but nothing happened to his Attack points.


  It was the same with all the others until he reached level 25 in Flesh’ Strength. With this skill, he watched in delight as his attack jumped another 150 points, bringing it to 750 Points. That was ranked B by the system!


  After that though, he put all Idlers back into Maximum Idlers again. He now knew the real value of multiple Idlers. If he could get 99 into one skill, it might get a skill to Level 100 in a matter of months.


  John worked it out that the thirty levels in all 5 Power Levels listed on his Attack List are what got multiplied for the points. He’d have to get to Level 30 in both of the Defensive skills to see if his guess was correct.


  The other good news was since he’d got to Level 25 in the defence list’s Flesh Strength, Organ Strength, and Bone Density skills, he finally reached 120 Points in his defence. This brought his score up to H rank.


  If his guess was right, with the way the system worked, as long as his Defence points were higher than his enemy’s Attack points, he could stand there, and his body would be unharmed by any of their attack.


  From now on, if there were any Continuous Bear’s left, he could stand there and do nothing, their claws and teeth would be unable to hurt him. Even if the bear fell on him again, it wouldn’t even knock him over, since he could exert around 5 metric tons of strength now.


  The reason why John didn’t help the adventurers was because he couldn’t control his strength. If he pushed someone out the way of an attack, he could very easily kill the guy on accident.


  “This is still the F Rank area, and they are struggling to kill F Rank monsters… What will happen if more than one E Rank monster comes along?” The merchant’s voice shook with paranoia.


  “I can kill it quickly, as long as I can get close enough to it,” John replied flatly. “Though, if it flies or digs underground, I’m screwed. If it can breathe fire, shoot water or anything like that, then I’m screwed too.”


  ‘Ding!’


  ToolTip - As long as you’ve got a breath in you, you’ll recover from severe burns or ice piercings etc.


  SCREW THAT! Sure I might survive, but it will be hell on earth again just like the bone’s shifting back into place!


  ‘Ding!’


  Congratulations for thinking up a valid add-on skill, we have included the add-on.


  John opened the system up to check the final add-on.


  Resistance - Idlers 0/99, Elemental - 0/5, Status - 0/1, Emotional - 0/1


  Resistance:


  Elemental: Fire, Water, Earth, Metal and Wood resistance, as long as an attack is made up of these elements then you are immune.


  Status: Automatically removes any condition that can alter the body in any way. (Petrify, blind etc.)


  Emotional: Always stay calm with this skill.


  Now, that’s more like it! I won’t have to worry about being burned alive, no matter how much I get burned!


  John turned off the Continue option. He wanted these resistance skills to level up as soon as possible. In the back of his head, he was afraid of going through such a large amount of pain ever again.


  The four other adventurers came back to the carriage after cleaning up the battlefield. They were tired but still clutching their weapons, ready to fight at a moments notice. The merchant was happy upon their return. “This is roughly the halfway point in between the two areas, and we’re well ahead of schedule because of you guys. Normally, we have to stop to fight the spiders for an hour per encounter.”


  Apparently, the four adventurers killing the spiders in roughly five minutes classified as quick. And here John had believed them to be struggling.


  “You should be fighting with us to deal with these monsters!” One of the four adventurers complained. This particular party member had proven himself to be brattier than the others. “Together, we could kill them even faster, and get promoted sooner!” What kind of argument was that?


  John sat up and stared him in the eyes. He was in a good mood until this guy had to ruin it.


  “Sorry, I’m not the type of person to hold your hand just in case something goes wrong,” John sneered, “You’re an adventurer, so man up and deal with the problems head-on. At least, you’ve got team members who fight with you. I go charging on my own because I know I can deal with the enemy. Meanwhile, I always let you lot fight to get experience for improvement. If it came down to it, of course I would help if you desperately needed me. But if you’re only arguing to impress everyone else in some way, then no, it doesn’t work that way. Impress us by action rather than trying to mouth off.”


  As he finished with his rant-turned-lecture, John stood up and got down from the carriage. He bolted to the right side of the road and through some part of the woods.


  BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG!


  Everyone felt the vibrations through the ground. Even the horses stopped and whimpered.


  John came back, his clothes had green blood from spiders all over them. He wasn’t worried about that though since they had the self-clean rune installed.


  “See, this is the type of thing you could be doing,” John said smugly, “So fight these spiders whenever they get too close, or can’t you tell when they’re close unless you see them first?”


  After saying this, he went back to the carriage, lied down, and started sleeping again.


  The other adventurers were stunned. They couldn’t see any spiders and couldn’t tell where they were either. The adventurer who tried to argue was stunned silent for the rest of the evening, a little paler than usual, too.


  Back on the battlefield that John left behind, one could see bits and pieces of spiders scattered inside four considerably sized holes in the ground. It was evident that John had used his full strength to vent his frustration.


  


  Chapter 25


  Have I Passed?


  After punching those enormous holes, John figured it warned the rest of the spiders to keep clear of this carriage. They did not suffer another attack. Without a hitch, it was smooth sailing until the next area.


  Here, the highest ranked monster was E Rank. There were quite a few different F Ranks in the mix, too. John kept track over the first hour in the area, during which, of course, they were attacked continuously.


  During this fight and the duration of the entire quest, John had to put in a lot of effort to keeping the carriage safe. Because of that, however, he started questioning things. For example, he suspected that the carriage drivers actually an undercover high-ranked adventurer, sent along the quest to monitor his and the other four’s progression with this special type of quest. Even when they made it, if this staff member didn’t think that they were ready, then the five of them wouldn’t get promoted at all! It was really irksome, and John hoped he was wrong about the whole thing.


  Glancing up, however, the driver looked pale and scared due to the onslaught of attacks. Maybe he’s not a high-ranking member after all…


  Finally catching a break from the monsters, John checked on the cargo to make sure no food was attracting anything. That’s when he noticed a half burnt stick, still just barely alight, stashed away under a few pieces of ore that the merchant was planning on selling at their destination.


  John used his Godly Analyser skill on it.


  Pheromone Stick:


  Has 50 different pheromones inside which will attract male monsters once lit.


  Fuck, someone’s trying to get us killed.


  John picked up the stick and rushed out of the carriage. At a rough glance, there were about seventy different creatures to his right, but only about thirty to his left.


  With all his strength, John flung the stick towards the right side, using the baseball pitchers sequence of lifting his left leg up.


  ‘Whoosh!’


  The stick went very far, very fast and the animals on the right side all followed the smell that travelled through the air. Satisfied, John turned to the left side and began his massacre.


  The strongest monster here was called Gliderpus. It resembled an octopus with eight legs, but instead of suction cups, the legs held small round objects which made them glide over the ground.


  Gliderpus:


  Attack: 490


  Defence: 180


  So it was still a one-hit-kill for both parties. John needed to get his defence up as soon as possible. One unlucky hit and he would be dead. Speed and attack strength wouldn’t matter then.


  After about ten minutes of fighting, the other adventures were lying down, tired. The driver was smiling, happy to have survived through this. He decided to start cooking a meal as celebration.


  John walked up to the driver while the man was preparing some food. He leaned in to whisper.


  “Carry on what you’re doing and don’t panic or tip anyone off.”


  The driver paused for a split-second, but carried on with his task at hand as nothing had happened. John pretended to help him with the food, whispering as low as possible for only the driver’s ears.


  “We’ve got a problem. Someone’s setting us up.”


  John looked at the driver for any reaction as he said that, but the driver was stunned. He’s either a good actor, or genuinely surprised. John couldn’t tell.


  “I found an incense stick that attracted those monsters here. I threw it away, and a ton of the monsters chased after it. It was already lit up when I found it, so obviously someone had just done it not too long ago. I know I didn’t do it, so that leaves you and the adventurers as suspects. I’m telling you this because you’re the least suspicious, but don’t get the wrong idea. You’re still a suspect.”


  John still suspected him to be more than just a driver. He might be from the guild as an examiner, or maybe he was an assassin trying to get rid of their party for some reason. He saw the types of quest that E Rank and above had. It often included things like escorting merchants, being a bodyguard, trainer and so forth. It wasn’t uncommon for people’s lives to be on the line, at times. They needed to be at a specific level of strength to protect people, anyway, otherwise they would just bring them down. This was why John suspected that their current situation was a test of some sort.


  While being an assassin was less likely, John couldn’t completely dismiss the theory. After all, if someone was to get rid of newbie adventurers, then they might have a better chance of success in their own endeavours, with fewer people to compete with.


  Brain still working overtime, John went back into the carriage and pretended to sleep. He turned Life Vision on and kept an eye on everyone. Even if he couldn’t see details, he could see if anyone separated themselves from the group for too long.


  This lasted for a month and fourteen days until they reached the town. During that time, no one acted suspiciously or didn’t break away from the group. John was ninety percent sure the driver had been the cause of the incident, somehow.


  On the way here, John had completed the Maximum Idlers Level and got the Resistance’s Status and Emotional skills completed. Each of them disappeared from the list. Currently, he needed three more days to finish levelling his Elemental skill.


  John killed quite a few ranked E monsters, accumulating almost two hours of Time Pool per kill, which he spent all on the Resistance skills.


  It seemed like each kill gave an extra twenty minutes per rank. While that didn’t sound like much, if John managed to kill a thousand creatures, it would be almost two weeks’ worth of time extra per each rank increased.


  When they got into the town of their destination, the carriage went to a great inn that even had a backyard for the horses. John and the other four adventurers went to the local Guild Hall to turn in their completed quests. Inside the hall, they sat in a waiting room for the staff member to call upon them.


  John decided to report the whole ‘suspicious driver’ thing. If it was an examiner, then it would look good on his records. If it was an assassin, it would still look pretty damn good. After they killed or captured the guy, of course.


  The only downside was that he couldn’t remain low key. But if it really was an assassin, one whom he notified of his status as a suspect, then John figured he wouldn’t last long without some help. He REALLY needed to get his defence points up.


  The staff called each of the adventurers one by one, John was last. He didn’t see any of them come out of the office, so maybe they were in the back room or something? John walked into the back office while being guided by a pretty woman.


  When he got into the room, a person was sitting at the centre of a long table. Four other people sat down on either sides of this person. One of the men on the left was the driver; he wasn’t captured, but sat there leisurely. The man at the head of the table stood up and started speaking.


  “Congratulations, you caught on. Yes, this was a test, one that not many people do well on. It’s not a condition for passing or failing, though. So long as those on the quest are strong enough or can work together with a team, that alone can determine if an adventurer is ready for the next rank.


  “We’ve all seen different types of adventurers, and you belong to the lone wolf type. You’ll fight alone, die alone, and won’t allow anyone to command you. Not many adventurers are like that, nowadays. They all think teamwork is the best, but those with true power will easily kill a team that works well together if they are individually weak.”


  The other four people all nodded their heads at this statement. John decided to check their stats.


  The leader.


  ???


  Attack: 1,450


  Defence: 1,890


  1st guy on the left.


  ???


  Attack: 1,010


  Defence: 940


  The driver who John never checked even though he was suspicious of him. When John realised he forgot, he cursed at himself for not doing an obvious thing.


  ???


  Attack: 1,200


  Defence: 1,100


  1st guy on the right.


  ???


  Attack: 1,330


  Defence: 800


  And the last person is the only woman in the group.


  ???


  Attack: 1,400


  Defence: 600


  The guys on the left and at the head of the table are more rounded in stats… The leader might even be a tank. But the man and woman on the right are pure fighters who don’t use defence much. Must be some weapon specialist since I’ve never seen anyone else use hand-to-hand combat. Each of these guys is S rank in the system, so I’m guessing their guild rank is SS at most. SSS is not possible.


  “Does that mean I’ve passed? Then, thanks.” John wasn’t the type to brown-nose people, so he spoke very directly.


  The leader smiled.


  “Yes, it does. In fact, you’ve shown far more strength than most adventurers in C class. I almost wish I could just promote you all the way to A class right here and now.”


  John held his breath, but the leader continued speaking.


  “Sadly, I can’t. You need to complete at least 10 E Class, then 20 D class, and 30 C Class quests before then. The requirement goes up by ten all the way up until A class. To get to S Class you need to kill 10 S Class monsters, or if you are in a party, 10 S Class monsters for each person. I digress. Give us your ID card, and after 10 minutes you can collect it with your new rank. You can wait downstairs.”


  John nodded. “Thanks for the info, though I most likely won’t be staying in town much longer. Sounds like I’ve got a ton of quests on my to-do list, now.”


  The leader laughed. “Please don’t do what you did in Newbie town. They had to spend quite a bit of money for repairs, I heard. Anyway, welcome to Rocky Town. Our namesake is from the rocky mountains that surround us. There’s only one way in or out.”


  After an all-knowing pause brimming with satisfaction and pride, the leader added with a sincere smile, “I’m the current Guild Master of this town.”


  


  Chapter 26


  I Need a Bag


  Smiling at that statement, John was made to promise that he would tone it down a little. He asked how many people had passed their test on this quest. As it turned out, John was the only one. The others hadn’t figured out that it was a test; they couldn’t even kill an F Rank monster on their own. To be honest, it was not surprising.


  John thanked the people again and left the room, returning downstairs.


  At the notice board, he was searching through the E Rank quests now. He had to do 10 of them. The only reason he wanted a higher rank was for the access to certain information. He knew the importance of knowledge. Even though he was dense and an idiot sometimes, for the most part, he could unravel any amount of mysteries as long as he had enough information.


  John decided to do a Rank E hunting quest. It was an area not far from here, and if he travelled at full speed, he could reach it within an hour. The quest in question was to kill Blood Wolves. These creatures were very quick and agile, but low in defence and attack power. They hunted in packs and were roughly three feet tall and seven feet long, including the length of the tail.


  John needed to kill thirty of them and bring the heads back as proof. All other parts of the wolves’ bodies were useless. Blood red colour wasn’t right for fashion.


  John reached the area quickly, and he had the system scan it as per his usual routine every time he visited a new and potentially dangerous area.


  Scanning Complete:


  Blood Wolves: 1,423,479


  Neutral Targets: 96,358,517


  Buried Treasure: 53


  ???: 7


  Ruins: 1


  Now, that’s surprising. Ruins? Like the kind from an ancient civilisation? Maybe no one’s discovered it yet—I’ve got to check that out! Let’s see… System, remove all icons beside Buried Treasure, the three question marks, and the ruins please. He then turned Life vision on, just in case.


  On the World Map, he saw where the ruins were. The icon sat in the middle of where the red icons were most concentrated before he asked the system to remove them. He didn’t know how many wolves there were, but he knew the area would be fraught with them.


  Well, time to practice my assassination skills and stealth attacks.


  John took his boots off and put them in his storage. Because of John’s skin defence, rocks and your run-in-the-mill objects on the floor typically were crushed beneath his footsteps. Now, he was trying to touch the ground as quietly as he could, practicing for his approach on his prey. Eventually, he got used to it and decided to begin his hunt.


  With his big toe, John could lift himself up and hold the position. He only had to touch the floor with his toe, and he would begin to rise into the air. Typically, John only used his fingers and toes to stab small holes into trees to climb.


  The hunt lasted for about eighteen hours. Whenever John found a wolf on its own, he made it his tactic to silently creep up on it and snap his neck. The wolf would die before it even realised he was there. With enough effort, all wolves in the pack were rendered dead. John had killed a total of 1,386 wolves, including the pups which wouldn’t have survived without their parents anyway. Such was life.


  The entrance to the ruins was where the pack leader and its mate lived, deep inside a cave. There was a hidden trap door, but when John opened it, his Night Vision skill automatically turned on and caught sight of a trap being sprung. All around him he could see the walls going down. The stairs collapsed. John had no idea how deep it went. If he jumped down, would the fall injure him? Powered up as he was, if the fall was more than 100 feet, then he could be seriously injured if not killed.


  BANG!


  John punched the wall out of anger, then the Emotional Resistance skill kicked in and he was calm again.


  He’d done all that he could and now he had to go back to get a rope or something else to climb down safely. Even though he could kick the walls for holes and descend, he didn’t want to risk a cave in. Who knows how old this place is.


  John returned to town a little depressed. This time it was real, no acting. Going to the Guild Hall to hand in the quest, he first made sure to take out the wolf heads from the Storage Space and tie them together with their own tendons, hanging out of their necks. He really had to get a bag.


  Walking through town with over a thousand wolf head’s tied together, he caused a considerable stir in the city. John kept apologising, especially when kids started crying.


  Arriving at the Guild Hall, he couldn’t help but notice that when people saw the heads, they instinctively moved aside to let John through.


  He smiled and thanked them. John handed the proof over to the Guild and asked if they sold storage bags here that could fit things like a thousand heads inside. He did not want to have to drag them behind him. The woman behind the counter was still shocked, so all she would do was nod and point upstairs.


  John went to the second floor and bought a bag that didn’t expand; it could store a colossal amount of objects inside. Even the Guild Hall had never hit the max amount.


  The bag cost him £200,000. It was an Epic bag with three runes’ in: Durability, Weight Removal, and Stretch. Two of the runes were self-explanatory, but Stretch was to stretch the opening of the bag to fit bigger things inside. When the said object went into the bag, it would then shrink with the bag’s opening. He tied it on his right side trousers next to the other bag that had his compass and money in it. When placed alongside each other, they looked like almost the same bag.


  John completed the ten quests without a hitch, climbing from Rank E to Rank D. However, he couldn’t find any rank D quests in the same area as the ruins, so he decided to skip them for now.


  Instead he bought a rope, shovel, pickaxe and a few other survival gears in preparation. While these typically weren’t useful to him most of the time, he could use them when he needs to be more “delicate”, such as when exploring ruins that could break apart with the wrong move.


  As he was leaving, someone came up and handed him a note. He didn’t say a word, nor did he even look at John or make any noise when moving. This mysterious messenger had a black hood on so John couldn’t see his face. As the messenger walked away, John used Life Aura and followed him with his eyesight to see what he was up to. To his dismay, the man simply walked further and further away, not doing anything interesting. John stopped looking at him and opened the note to read it.


  We invite you into the underworld for jobs, information, and more. If you want it and have the money, we will be able to get it.


  There was an address and a password that was good only for an hour. John decided to go. If he didn’t like the jobs they had to offer, then he didn’t have to do them. It was the information part that convinced him go.


  He went to the address and used Life vision, seeing two people at the door. Their hands looked like they were gripping onto something, more than likely weapons. Is this a trap or a test?


  John knocked on the door and watched the two peoples’ reaction. The guy on John’s left opened a slot in the door and asked for the password, John gave it to him. As soon as he said the password, the guy on the right opened the door. This could still be a trap, but at least he hadn’t been outright attacked.


  John entered. One of the doormen approached a table and placed a leather parchment down. He gestured to the chair opposite him. John saw nothing wrong with the chair and sat down, carefully opening the parchment.


  “You’re cautious, this is good. You’ll be less likely to get killed on a mission because of carelessness.”


  The man opposite him was a redhead in his thirties. He had an eye patch on his right eye and a big scar across his face that stretched from his right temple to his left cheek. He had thick black eyebrows, clean-shaven and quite a round neck.


  John redirected his attention to the parchment before him.


  Jobs - Spy, Assassin, Thief, Agent or Informant.


  Contract - Separate Per Job.


  Payment - The highest on the left to the lowest on the right in jobs, depends on the task.


  “So, you’re offering me these jobs? How does it work?”


  “While you’re in this town, I’ll be your agent. I used to be a spy but got ousted after three years of work. These days, I have to hide my face wherever I go. This scar was a parting gift from the noble I had the pleasure of spying on.


  “When you want to do a job from this town’s job list, you’ll go through me. Of course, I plan to make you happy because 10% of each job’s pay is added as a bonus to the agent that matched the worker. There’s no reason I would want you dead or out of work.” The man stared straight into John’s eyes to show he was upfront with him.


  I need to find out if I get any bonuses in the system for killing humans. At least this way, I can make sure my test subject deserves death. I’ve never directly killed a human before, though… If I get nothing from killing them then I’ll just quit. But if it works out… I think I can get used to killing people. At the very least, I need the information that this shady business has to offer.


  John made his mind up and said, “Fine. Spy is too long-term, while theft isn’t my speciality. Agent or informant don’t suit me, either. I’ll be an assassin, but under one rule: my targets must deserve it.”


  “That’s an easy request. Almost all of them deserve it in some way or another. Okay then, all we need now is a code name for when you’re on the job.”


  John smiled a little evilly, code name in mind.


  “Death’s Hands.”


  


  Chapter 27


  The Most Expensive Gloves Ever Made


  ”Death’s Hands. Pretty good to be honest, let me check if it’s in use. If it is, then you’ve got to think up another.”


  The man walked into the back room, a few minutes later he came back.


  “It’s free. Most people use swords, knives and other weapons, so hands are free. You’re quite lucky.”


  John smiled and nodded. “What’s my first job? As long as you can prove he or she deserves the death sentence, then I’m game.”


  The man picked up five rolled up parchments that were made of some kind of leather and handed them to John. He looked over each parchment. They were a collection of sketches and a few details about each target. John read through all five then pointed to the fourth one. “Tell me more about this one.”


  The man passed John a scroll of information, who then unrolled the leather parchments and started reading.


  “His name is Count Erin, he has a mansion in this town—well-guarded and a bit far from the main streets and general public. We don’t know the exact amount of patrol guards he’s got, but we’ve counted more than one hundred and forty. One of his bodyguards is a Rank B Adventurer who is just as guilty. They have four towers surrounding the mansion with archers and warning bells.”


  “Is it possible to get information on all the guards, too? I’ll kill everyone involved, but the innocents who just work for him for the money, I’ll let go. Even if they hunt me down, I know it’s just their way of making ends meet.” John was determined to get rid of everyone involved in this.


  The man was slightly stunned at his question and resolve. A few moments later, he nodded his head.


  “We can, but it will take a while. Maybe a few weeks. We can ask the client if they want to include all of suggested targets for a little more money. We’ll call it the ‘root removal’ option.”


  John smiled at his agent’s money-motivated tactics. “Okay, contact me when it’s done, then. Also, can you find equipment that will help do the job?”


  “Yeah, that’s no problem. What type of equipment do you want?”


  “Gloves that will survive my punching power, Durability, Colour Change, Self-Clean, Self-Mend and Self-Size runes, needs to be Mythical grade.” John wanted matching gloves to his clothes, this way if there is a fingerprint recognising technology in this world, he would be safe and look good too.


  “That will take a bit of time and will cost you. How much punching power do you have if you have to specify that condition?” Now the man was curious about his strength.


  John smiled, crouched down and punched the floor casually and lightly. It was made of concrete and had some carpet laid down, but a hole one foot wide and six inches deep appeared. The man went pale. If things had gone badly, they could have been dead in a split-second. Of course, they’d assumed he was unarmed for a reason, but only now did he realise John didn’t even need to rely on any weapons.


  Quivering with fear and maybe a little excitement, the man continued to speak.


  “All things considered, you’re looking at £500 million for the gloves. Because you’re working for us now, we’ll cut the cost where we can, but you’re still going to be paying at least £475 million.”


  “I can’t afford it at the moment, but give me a few months. It just depends on how many rank D, C and B monsters there are around here. In the meantime, you can start collecting information about the guards.” John couldn’t believe the cost of this pair of gloves.


  The man agreed with John and gave him some more information. “No one has ever made gloves for attacking purposes before. It’s a completely different style, with its own set of unique materials needed. We will even have to call specialists in blacksmith, tailors, and a few other job classes to sort out the design. This is a first, and if I’m not wrong… these gloves might be the most expensive that have ever been made.”


  “Doesn’t matter, these gloves will be useful to me for a very long time. My fighting style is hand-to-hand combat, so they will be put to good use.” And with that, John decided he’d wrung out all the information he could from this place. “I’m going to go to the inn, have a good night sleep, and start earning money as quickly as possible for those gloves.”


  As he got up to leave, he turned around to make eye contact with his agent. “Oh yeah… I haven’t got your name yet, nor the name of your organisation.”


  The man started laughing. “Only now after accepting an assassin’s job, picking a target, and ordering the most expensive gloves ever made do you want to know our name?” He stopped laughing after a few more seconds.


  “My name isn’t important, call me Agent for now. The name of our organisation is… Nothing.”


  “I get hiding your name, but…. Nothing as an organisation’s name? You’re kidding, right?”


  “Nope, the name is really Nothing. Don’t know who founded it. it was much too long ago, but the man came up with it had quite the sense of humour. If ever the royalty or officials found out and reported their organisation, he figured he could get a good laugh out of ‘Nothing is an assassin’s guild!’ or ‘Nothing killed Sam!’ kind of thing.”


  John smiled. He did see the funny side of it. In the grand scheme, the name of an underworld organisation didn’t matter anyway.


  He said bye to Agent and to the guy hiding behind the fake wall. That part made Agent shocked too. He didn’t think John had noticed the other guy.


  John had a deep sleep in the inn. When he woke up, he checked the system. It still showed over two days left for Elemental to complete levelling. He decided to put the ruins off until after buying the gloves and completing his mission. Setting his mind on raising funds, John went to the guild and looked at the list of D Ranked quests. He was looking for the type of enemy that had multiple quests on it, so he could finish more in one go.


  Sadly, there weren’t any, so he picked the highest paying quest in the area. The quest was to kill a monster called a Yellow Striped Lion.


  Aren’t tigers the ones that are striped, and lions the ones that are yellow? Guess this world’s common sense was a lot different from what he was used to.


  Quest: Kill 10 Yellow Striped Lions and bring back the Hides and Heads.


  Rank: D Location: Area 1334. Pay: £25,000 for the Hide and Head.


  Rank D creatures did bring in a lot more money than what he was used to. Curious, John checked over the other ranked quests.


  Average rank D creatures’ hide, and the head is £20,000.


  Average rank C creatures’ hide, and the head is £75,000.


  Average rank B creatures’ hide, and the head is £180,000.


  Average rank A creatures’ hide and the head is £1 million.


  That was as far as the rank board went. With this in mind, John figured he might as well just kill the two hundred tigers and rank up to C. Then, he could complete all the quests needed up to B rank.


  John couldn’t kill an A Rank creature just yet. The only difference between D Rank and B Rank monsters was the creatures speed. He’d still die in one hit, regardless, so he might as well risk his life for more money.


  He really needed his defence points up.


  


  Chapter 28


  Reward


  John checked the skill details on the last defence list.


  Elbow Joint - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 0/100


  Knee Joint - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 0/100


  Shoulder Joint - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 0/100


  Ankle Joint - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 0/100


  Elbow Joint:


  Friction: Smoothing everything in the Elbow Joint so you can open and close the elbow much smoother and at max level will never suffer from arthritis, stiffness or anything else that is harmful to the user’s elbows.


  Toughness: Increasing the durability of the Elbows, while keeping the flexibility and does not affect the speed of movement in any way.


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: The three different joints in the elbow, all work as one, this increases the fluidity and speed of all three joints working together.


  Toughness Level 10 = 10 points, Level 25 = 40 points, Level 50 = 75 points, Level 100 = 150


  Knee Joint:


  Friction: Smoothing everything in the Knee Joints so you can open and close the knee much smoother and at max level will never suffer from arthritis, stiffness or anything else that is harmful to the user’s knees.


  Toughness: Increasing the durability of the knees, while keeping the flexibility and does not affect the speed of movement in any way.


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: You’ll never be forced to kneel.


  Toughness Level 10 = 10 points, Level 25 = 40 points, Level 50 = 75 points, Level 100 = 150


  Shoulder Joint:


  Friction: Smoothing everything in the Shoulder Joints so you can move the arms much smoother and at max level will never suffer from arthritis, stiffness or anything else that is harmful to the user’s shoulders.


  Toughness: Increasing the durability of the shoulders, while keeping the flexibility and does not affect the speed of movement in any way.


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: When punching power lands on your target, the shoulders take the recoil. This skill will make sure the recoil never damages the joints.


  Toughness Level 10 = 10 points, Level 25 = 40 points, Level 50 = 75 points, Level 100 = 150


  Ankle Joint:


  Friction: Smoothing everything in the Ankle Joints so you can move the feet much smoother and at max level will never suffer from arthritis, stiffness or anything else that is harmful to the user’s ankles.


  Toughness: Increasing the durability of the ankles, while keeping the flexibility and does not affect the speed of movement in any way.


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: Will be able to push off, reaching maximum speed much faster. Will also be able to stop more quickly by digging the heels in using the ankles for support.


  Toughness Level 10 = 10 points, Level 25 = 25 points, Level 50 = 50 points, Level 100 = 100


  So, the Idle System got idle again with its descriptions. Hey, how come the ankle’s defence point total is lower than the other three? Isn’t that discrimination against ankles? John wanted more points in defence, but would wind up getting less for the same level with ankles alone.


  Okay, so I’ve got a plan. I’ll get to Level 25 in each of these, which should get me 145 extra points in Defence. That will bring me to G Rank and only 35 Points away from F Rank.


  At the start, I wanted to get my Maximum Idlers skill and Maximum Workers skill up, but I have to get stronger to survive in order to use them. Levelling those up is like stagnating my strength growth, though. I will have to wait longer to fight stronger monsters doing this…


  Doing this plan, though, I can get the skills I need to become stronger much faster. Then I can kill stronger monsters at an even faster rate and use the time to level my Maximum Idlers and Maximum Workers up.


  I need to be highly active to outweigh any cons.


  But I need to get Max Idlers up a little first. Otherwise, no matter how strong I get or how much Time I gather, it won’t be worth it in the long run.


  That’s when John saw the Time Pool. It read 4mo 3d 6h 20m. He’d forgotten to use the time he had accumulated from his wolf hunt. And so, John quickly finished Resistance’s skill Elemental, and it disappeared.


  ‘Ding!’


  Congratulations for completing all add-on skills while updating the system. To celebrate, we have given you a onetime gift of 5 skill points to place anywhere you choose.


  Congratulations for getting your first Rank G monster kill with the system in place! We have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.


  Congratulations for getting your first Rank F monster kill with the system in place! We have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.


  Congratulations for getting your first rank E monster kill with the system in place! We have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.


  Nice, eight skill points all at once. But I see how it is now. The Idle system is getting idler, while I’m the one who has to work even harder!!


  Elemental finished levelling. He put one Idler into each Joint skill’s toughness, hoping it didn’t level up too quickly. John remembered the pain from levelling the attack list’s skills too rapidly, and did not want a repeat of that.


  John kept the Continue option off, while putting Idlers in every time the joint’s skills levelled up. All eight of his brand-new skill points went right into Maximum Idlers, and an hour later he put all fifty-seven of his Idlers into Elbow Joint. He raised the skill up to Level 25.


  He used some time from the Time Pool and levelled the skill up to his goal. After, he did the same with the Knee, Shoulder and Ankle joint skills. That had only cost him five days’ worth in Time Pool, so he decided to put the rest of his time into the Blood Capacity skill, along with five of his Idlers.


  The rest of the Idlers went back into Maximum Idlers. He turned the Continue option on and checked his stats before closing the system.


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.9


  Name: John


  Age: 17


  Idlers: 0/57


  Time Pool: 0


  Skill Points: 0


  Options:


  Continue - On


  HP: 252


  Attack: B (750 Points)


  Defence: G (265 points)


  Stamina: SS (2 Hours)


  Defence List:


  Blood’s Capacity - Idlers 5/99, Cell Speed - 42/100, Time - 1mo 6d 14h 34m 45s


  Elbow Joints - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 25/100


  Knee Joints - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 25/100


  Shoulder Joints - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 25/100


  Ankle Joints - Idlers 0/99, Friction - 0/100, Toughness - 25/100


  Misc List:


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 52/99, +1 Max Idlers - 56/2159, Time - 4mo 23d 16h 45m 32s


  Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/99, +1 Idler Workers - 0/2061


  Completed List:


  Resistance - Elemental, Status and Emotional


  John moved his arms in circles, opening and closing his elbows and knees. One by one he turned his ankles, and they all popped. He thought he could feel a difference, but it wasn’t to such a significant degree of change that he could be entirely sure.


  John did notice his HP had risen by 100 Points, though. Reaching Level 25 in each of the joint skills must have done that.


  Satisfied and prepared, John walked to the town entrance. As soon as he passed the city gate, he broke into a sprint in the southeast direction.


  He noticed that on the world map, the closer he was to the centre, the stronger the monsters were. Newbie Town was northwest of Rocky Town, and the lowest Rank H creatures were northwest of Newbie town. The difference between the two areas was existence of ‘beasts’. These were just large creatures that did not have any chance of forming a monster core. Humans hunted monsters for cores to keep their technology running, but beasts were only a hindrance to them.


  The higher the rank of the creatures, the more chance it had of forming a monster core. That’s why Alan, Peter, and Cyril hadn’t noticed when the system had taken the core from their first kill together. They merely assumed the bear didn’t have one from the start.


  That was also why most quests Rank E and above requested that the heads of the beasts remained intact. This way, they had a chance to get the monster cores.


  At rank B, the monsters have roughly an 80% chance of forming a monster core. Rank A, 85% chance. Rank S, 90% chance. Rank SS, 95% chance and SSS is 100% guaranteed a monster core of the highest quality. There are only three quality monster cores, but I don’t know their differences yet, only the names which are lowest, average and highest quality.


  The four kingdoms’ capitals were near the immortal areas. The only areas between the Capital’s and the Immortal sects were full of SSS ranked monsters. Inside the capital were Rank SSS adventurers who kept the monsters in their area at bay. It was a type of ceasefire agreement, the rest of humanity fighting the lower rank monsters further away from the centre of the world.


  After an hour of running, John made it to Area 1334 in his system. He scanned it to look for the Yellow Striped Lions. He needed to kill two hundred to get to rank C, but this quest alone would land him a total of £5 million. After that, he ‘only’ needed £470 million to go before reaching his goal.


  He didn’t want to waste any time.


  


  Chapter 29


  B Rank Hunt


  Scanning Complete:


  Yellow Striped Tiger count - 39,294.


  Neutral Targets: 5,346,925.


  Buried Treasure: 24


  ???: 8


  Less of the targets this time, and they’re spread out too. It will take longer to kill two hundred of them. Maybe I should get the buried treasure and the ‘???’ item first. They’re only a few miles away.


  Making up his mind, John went towards the ‘???’ symbol on the map first since it was closer. When he got to the location, it was a small glowing green rock again. The buried treasure was a blank rune too, but he used analyser on it this time and saw it was glowing purple. An Epic rank! It was worth about a £10 million on its own.


  He checked the other sixteen in his storage; he didn’t know what they were when he first got them. He tallied up six Normal, five Rare, two Epic, two Legendary, and one Mythical.


  John was stunned. They were buried at the weakest part of the whole world! How did a Mythical blank rune, worth about £80 million on its own, get there!? The two Legendary were worth £80 million together, and now he had three Epics’ worth of money. That was approximately £30 million! Rare and Normal were basically worth less than £500 each. The prices really steepen after Rare.


  With these blank runes and the £5 million he’s going to get of this quest, he would have £195 million. He would then only need a remainder of £380!


  ONLY £380 million. Wonder what people spend all this money on besides equipment? How much is a house in the capital? Don’t tell me it cost like £2 million for a loaf of bread there.


  John took his boots off and entered his stealth mode again. Twelve hours later, he was killing his last Lion. Although the others had gone hitch-free, this one discovered him before he could get the kill. Suddenly, they were in a life and death battle that lasted a few minutes. Dodging each other’s attacks, the fight lasted until the tiger swung its tail towards John—a fatal mistake.


  John grabbed onto the tail, turned his back to the lion, and used all of his strength to pull! The lion was lifted off the ground and into the air. It was launched over John’s head and then was smashed into the ground in front of him, creating a small hole in the floor. The creature was dead.


  The lion’s corpse was utterly in shambles, and there was no way John could use it to complete the quest. With a sign, John went on to investigate the buried treasure nearby that he’d been aiming for. He picked it up. Normal.


  A few hours later, John was back in the Guild Hall. He’d earned £5 million from the quest. After selling all the runes, he also received a whopping £190 million. In addition, he now sat at Rank C.


  He picked up a quest to kill twenty Goblins. He needed to do it thirty times, which meant six hundred goblins in total. Just like in the novels he used to read, he needed to harvest the ears from the goblins. Because they have no chance of developing monster cores, goblins were classed as beasts. He couldn’t earn much money from Goblins, but this quest was the fastest way to reach rank B.


  Just as he was rushing to leave the Guild Hall, he bumped into a man. The man went flying while John was pushed back a step.


  “Sorry, you alright?” John immediately apologised, suspecting the man of foul play. John thought he could have been one of those, ‘I’m injured, pay for medical treatment’ scams, but even he did not expect the man to go flying. The first thing John did was make sure both bags were still tied to his trousers, which, they were. John sighed in relief.


  “What the hell man, you should look where you’re going! I’m…” The man shouted after he managed to get up, but he was interrupted by John.


  “—injured and you want me to pay the medical fees, right? Sure you can have them, but you need to let me examine you myself. Don’t worry, I’m a doctor.” John smiled a little evilly at the man as he spoke.


  “No, no, no, it’s fine. I was going to say that I’m fine and that you don’t have to worry about me!” The man saw the smile on John’s face and paled in horror.


  “You sure? Okay, then watch where you’re going next time.” John walked away quickly, not giving the man any time to change his mind.


  As soon as John stepped outside the building, he wiped the sweat of his brow. Thank god I intimidated him, normally there’s a big boss behind a small guy like that.


  Wrapping up in town, he headed southeast at a hurried pace. Goblins lived underground, so his Night Vision skill was about to come in handy.


  There were a few more variants of goblins this time, but John killed them all with no favouritism. Two days later, John was promoted to B class.


  Quest: Kill and skin Werewolves.


  Rank: B.


  Location: Area 451.


  Reward: £230,000 For each Hide.


  Bonus: £50,000 per monster core.


  Bonus: £25,000 for the two most prominent teeth per werewolf.


  John read the description. The two teeth were going to be used as decorative jewellery, though he didn’t know who would spend so much for showing teeth around. Who was he to judge? If he got lucky with the monster core, then that could be £305,000 per werewolf. Unlike in the fairy tales, these were not transformed humans, but they did stand up on two legs when walking. They went back to all four when running.


  John had to be careful on this trip. These are pack animals and were extraordinarily fast. They could smell humans from miles away, and they had great hearing and eyesight. Sneaking in wouldn’t work.


  The area numbers get lower as you headed toward the centre of the world. The lower numbers meant higher risk, and this number was almost three times smaller than on his previous quest.


  John checked the Time Pool. Killing six hundred goblins had given him 2mo 19d total time to add anywhere he wanted. Each of these werewolves was going to provide him with three hours of time too. Deciding, he put all the time into levelling his Blood Capacity skill. It went from Level 42 to Level 44. He took the Continue option off to wait for Maximum Idlers to complete.


  He had about two months and ten days left to wait for the Gloves. John was going to spend all that time hunting werewolves to earn the rest of the money. To earn money without counting on the lucky monster core part, he had to kill 1,491 werewolves. But if he found any of the buried treasures, and if they turned out to be better than Rare, then that number would drop. It wasn’t as bad as it sounded; he had to kill twenty-four per day, at the very least.


  The werewolves’ area was further South than the goblin area. A day of travelling passed, and he arrived at the designated location. He asked the system to scan the area.


  Scanning Complete:


  Werewolves count - 182,686.


  Neutral Targets: 5,260,466.


  Buried Treasure: 1


  ???: 15


  Not so lucky with the buried treasure this time, he still didn’t know what the small glowing green rocks were or what they were for. The system didn’t tell you anything until after you learned the information yourself.


  John found the smallest cluster of wolves close by. There were three creatures. John took a deep breath. This was going to be hard at first until he got used to their movement and agility. The werewolves had noticed John a while back. He approached them cautiously and used the Analyser skill.


  Werewolf A:


  Attack: 690


  Defence: 510


  Werewolf B:


  Attack: 660


  Defence: 500


  Werewolf C:


  Attack: 600


  Defence: 450


  I guess Werewolf A is the alpha in this group. John charged towards Werewolf C, and it attacked by lunging at John with sharp, gnarled teeth. John dodged backwards and the mouth missed him by mere inches. As it missed, John made an uppercut motion. He used Crush Grip on the creature’s throat, and then charged at Werewolf B.


  The smell of the werewolves gaping mouth almost made John puke, even in the midst of battle. Even the goblins’ lair wasn’t THIS bad. What the hell do they eat?


  Werewolf B used its claws as it swung down its left paw. John sidestepped to his right, and grabbed its left claw. He pulled it down to his left side, lowering the werewolf’s head. Then he used a right straight at the monster’s temples, knocking it out.


  Before the alpha could intervene to save its comrade, John used Crush Grip on the falling werewolf’s neck. Now, there’s only the alpha to go.


  


  Chapter 30


  Surprise Gift


  When the alpha saw that John had killed both its pack members, it grew visibly angry but didn’t make any moves. It just stood there on all fours, bearing its teeth at John.


  No wonder it’s an Alpha. Even though it’s pissed off at me, it’s still calm enough not to charge in blindly. Man… I was hoping it wasn’t that smart.


  Before John could do anything, the werewolf turned around and fled. At full speed in a straight path, it was quicker than John. After mere matter of seconds, he lost sight of it. To make sure it wasn’t playing any tricks, John continued to follow its path with Life Vision turned on.


  Two months later, John had already killed more than 100,000 werewolves. Apparently, the Alpha he first encountered in this area turned out to be the pack leader of the whole area. The creature had all of its underlings attack John from all directions. This way did save time, but there were a few close calls! John was lucky that the worst the wolves had managed to do was rip his clothes. Of course, these mended after the fights were all through.


  John was now an expert at martial arts fighting. He could predict, for the most part, what any opponent would do in a combat situation. If John could not dodge, he would back off and try again. He didn’t want to take any risks until his Defence was high enough.


  In the Time Pool, he’d accumulated a total of three years, three months and fifteen days’ worth of time from these monsters. John put it all into the Blood Capacity slot. With Maximum Idlers levelling up to level 57, he put all his Idlers into the skill too. Blood Capacity now sat at a Level 69. Once it hit Level 70, the time needed should drop again. He still had another thirty-three hours of waiting before that, though.


  He picked up the only buried treasure in this area, finding it was a Normal Blank Rune. At that point, John had also acquired twelve ‘???‘s on the map, and he now had a small pile of glowing green rocks in his storage. He still had no idea what they were, or how they were used. He only continued collecting them because he had a strange gut feeling that they would be beneficial down the road in some inexplicable way.


  After killing this last batch of werewolves, John decided to go back to town. He would have enough money when he sold all of this loot! Strangely enough, he’d also been pretty lucky with the monster cores, around 70% of the wolves had one.


  He decided that when he got back, he would try to get in contact with Agent again. He wanted to see if his pair of gloves and the information was ready. If they were, John would suddenly have a busy night ahead of him.


  Taking in the scenery on his way to town, John wondered what it would be like to have a few days off. He was tempted to try it out. Maybe go to the library to learn a few more things.


  Three days later, he got back to town. He went to the Guild Hall and tossed the bag of goods from his hunt over onto the counter. The bag held 102,845 perfect werewolf hides, 72,405 werewolf monster cores and 205,690 werewolf fangs.


  Name: John.


  Age: 17.


  Rank: A.


  Quest’s completed: 429,820


  Money: £29,846,225,000


  I might have overdone it a little. But at least, I’ve got the money for the gloves now.


  John walked to the house he met Agent at and left a note that read “contact me”. The agent would know who it was from.


  With no other options, he went to the inn and threw himself onto his bed. This was the first time in months that he could sleep without one eye open. He soon fell asleep and dreamed soundly for sixteen hours straight.


  When John woke up, he felt refreshed. All of his stress was gone! He got out of bed and went down for breakfast. As he sat at the table, the inn manager walked over and handed John a note. With a word of thanks, John looked read what’s on the note.


  It was from Agent, saying to meet at the house around noon. John put the note inside his bag and carried on eating.


  At the designated time, he was at the house. The doorman from his first visit here was the one who invited him in. The agent was sitting at the table again, so John walked in and sat down opposite him.


  The agent placed a metal box roughly a foot squared directly in front of him. John smiled.


  It was his new gloves.


  The gloves were all black, besides around the knuckles and joints which were silver. John tried them on, stunned by their fit. The agent informed him that they were made with multiple layers of reinforced leather from SSS ranked monsters. The metal was also ranked SSS in strength and durability.


  “We had to use the best material we could to make them useful. These are good up until Immortal ranks, but because of that the cost skyrocketed to £900 million.”


  “I can afford that. No problem,” John’s words both surprised and relieved the agent. “I got lucky on my hunts, so I have the funds for the price raise. But, tell me, what are Immortal ranks? I only know about ranks going up to SSS.”


  “You don’t know?” Agent quirked an eyebrow. “Alright then, it’s not too complex. After SSS Rank is Immortal Rank, which is stronger. Because the requirement to become an immortal is so high, there’s not that many. Even with a population of 10 billion in the North Kingdom alone, maybe only one to ten become immortals in a lifetime.” The agent’s eyes gleamed in admiration.


  “What’s the requirement to become an immortal?” John’s interest in immortals was now peaked.


  “What, you lived under a rock or something? Don’t even know that? Fine since we’re working together, I’ll tell you. The only age you can be accepted to become an immortal is 21. Any younger and the human body and brain is not fully developed, any older and you’ve missed the perfect chance to leap in strength so it would be a waste of resources.”


  “Is that all?” John had to ask.


  “Of course not, let me finish. When you’re 21, you must be at a certain physical strength with strong life force. What the immortals’ standards are nobody knows.” The agent looked away and started shuffling through some paperwork.


  With the system, I can get to the physical peak easily, but if I want to get there within three and half years, I’m going to have to hunt almost non-stop! I’ll have to fight stronger and stronger enemies whenever I can. I also need to stop worrying about guild ranks, money, sleeping peacefully, or any other trivial things. They can all come after the ‘leap of strength’ mark that he mentioned.


  The first thing I need to raise is my Blood Capacity skill so I can get the max bonus. That will make it easier for a while. Then maybe Mind Strength, so I’ll no longer have to sleep. If only I had enough stamina to hunt 24/7… that would improve my chances of success.


  For the first time in a good couple of minutes, John broke out of his deep thought and looked up at what Agent was doing. The man had just finished sorting out the paperwork and handed John a big folder.


  “We’ve managed to confirm that there are 165 guards employed at the count’s mansion. He has maids and butlers too, but none of them is very loyal to the count,” he said. “Out of the 165, 154 are with the count, and the 11 guards that do not have anything to do with him are newbies who’ve been on the job less than four months. The count doesn’t trust them as much, needless to say.


  “His bodyguard is Rank B retired adventurer Joseph Erin, who happens to be Count Erin’s adopted son.” Agent continued through the basic summary and John took a mental note of every bit of information. When all had been said, Agent stood up to leave. On his way out, he put a second metal box on the table.


  John was reading through the documents with a fierce concentration. By the time he looked up at the table, his Night vision had activated earlier due to the lack of sunlight. His eye caught the metal box that Agent had left for him. He picked it up and looked all over before opening it. There was a note inside on top.


  “A gift to commemorate our partnership,” was all the note said. John put it down on the table and looked at the object. It was a mask, black with silver patterns on it. However, there were no eye, nose, or mouth holes. John used his Analyser eye on the mask, but the only thing it showed was the rainbow colour.


  It was a Mythical piece of equipment.


  He put the mask on, and to his surprise it didn’t block his vision or his breath. It felt like he wasn’t even wearing it, the material was so light. Looking around, he couldn’t find a mirror so he used the metal box to see his reflection.


  It was just a mask on his face, nothing particularly special about its appearance.


  John picked up all the leather parchments and used the house’s open fireplace to start a fire to burn them. He left the house as the parchments were burned, heading for the mansion.


  The last piece of leather started burning in the fire, it was a sketch of the Count, and at the bottom, it read:


  Crimes- Forcing women into prostitution.


  


  Chapter 31


  The Overzealous Assassin


  On the way to the mansion, John turned Life vision on but told the system to only turn it on in his right eye. He kept his left eye for Night vision. While at first, this disorientated him, he adjusted. It was kind of like looking at a 3D TV without the glasses, you could see the red and blue version at the same time.


  John looked around town, getting more comfortable with the 3D-like vision. He eventually arrived near one of the watchtowers around the count’s mansion. Looking up, he saw the whole tower as if it was daytime; it was all wood, and in the middle, behind the floor of the tower, he could see two guards. They were sitting down, perhaps on their break.


  He looked around, and no one else was near this tower. Taking a deep breath, he took his boots off and reached out towards the towers leg. Using the Crush Grip skill, he was able to get a good grip to climb up. Halfway up the tower, he held his breath. With his Lung Capacity at Level 25, he was able to do this for 75 minutes.


  John was now dangling just below the railing on the other side. His fingers ripped into the wood for better grip. He could see what was in the tower now. There were a few monster-core-powered lanterns that were hanging around the tower, the light was dim but the guards could see inside well-enough. There was a big bell on the other side of the tower from where John was hanging. Two guards were playing a card game on a table.


  John could see the one guard’s face. He’s one of the targets. However, he couldn’t see the face of the guy towards his left. He would have to knock him out before checking his identity and deciding whether to kill him. Just as John was about to leap over the railing to get onto the tower’s floor, the guard on his right stood up and walked to the left.


  The guard was looking into the distance, trying to find something. Taking advantage of the distraction, John leapt over the railing and ran toward the left guy. He grabbed the back of his neck with his left hand and used Crush Grip while kicking his right foot towards the remaining guard’s head.


  Congratulations for getting your first Human kill with the system in place! We have given you a onetime reward of 5 skill points to place anywhere you choose.


  Congratulations for getting your first rank D monster kill with the system in place! We have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.


  Congratulations for getting your first rank C monster kill with the system in place! We have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.


  Congratulations for getting your first rank B monster kill with the system in place! We have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.


  John ignored the system for now and checked the ID of the guard he knocked out. He was one of the targets, so he crushed his windpipe too. He got one day’s worth of Time Pool for each of them, much to his disbelief. That was the same time that an SSS monster would give! He had over 150 targets to kill here. Suddenly, he became even more motivated to slaughter.


  He first took care of all the guards on the outskirts of the mansion and in the other three towers. With his Life vision, he could pick them off one by one without any mistakes. After a mere twenty minutes, only three people were left alive in this whole mansion. John had managed to convince the innocent staff-members to evacuate quietly.


  The assassin peered into the room where Life’s Vision was picking up a signal. Within the room there were three people. Two of them were the count and his bodyguard, this John knew, but who was the third person? He’d better wait, just in case.


  While waiting, John noticed a few life signs underground. Maybe those were the girls? He’d have to go free them once the count was dead. Hopefully, they will run to the guild or somewhere that could help them.


  Still biding his time, he opened the system up. With the new skill points, he loaded up the Maximum Idlers slots and then put the eight new Idlers into Blood’s Capacity.


  The third person walked out the door soon after. John used Analyser on him, but the system only showed a ‘???’ symbol for his name. John couldn’t recognise his face either. He could be innocent, so John let him go.


  John approached the doorway and concentrated on listening in. His Third Senses skill kicked in, and his Hearing became hyper-focused.


  “Cancel all orders and bring our people back in, we’ve got to shut it down.” The voice sounded a bit panicky and quite low, almost a murmur.


  “Father, why should we? The third prince said that the Sider isn’t anywhere strong enough to start wiping families out yet.” John was stunned from hearing this. That guy was royalty?! And they’d been talking about him, too!


  “It doesn’t matter! We have to clean up our acts now before anyone gets wind of it. If the Sider hears of it, it’ll all be over anyway. The whole operation has to shut down, NOW!”


  “Very well, I’ll shut it down. Hopefully, this Sider becomes a Demon. Maybe then he could actually join us…”


  “WATCH YOUR MOUTH!” The man boomed, “No one in this whole damn world wants another Sider becoming a Demon! A Saint would kill off our operation and family, but a Demon would kill off the whole town if someone sneezed out of tune!”


  Hmm, so the only difference is the amount of people Siders kill? Well, I get time for every kill, so I want to kill as many people as I can… but only those who have crossed my bottom line. It’s not like I’m going to go round killing off towns if a shop didn’t cook a steak the way I like it.


  “What of the girls?”


  “Kill them and dispose of the bodies.”


  Knock, knock.


  John needed to stop them. Now.


  “Come in.” John smiled, he opened the door and then sprinted at the bodyguard whose back was facing him. However, the man’s reflexes were lightning-quick, and he instantly turned around to meet John’s attack.


  John threw a very weak left punch towards the bodyguards face. By instinct, the bodyguard put both of his hands up to block him. That’s when John’s left punch halted mid-strike. He twisted his body and let loose a whirling kick that slammed into the bodyguard’s stomach.


  The man was launched across the room. He hit the wall but the force carried him further, leaving a man-sized hole. John double-checked the Time Pool. The time had increased. The man was dead.


  John turned around and looked at the count.


  “Hello, count, I’m sorry about my rude entrance, but I had to get rid of the idiot so that we could chat. You understand, right?”


  “Who are you?” The count was pale and sweating, and he’d fallen onto the floor in his panic. His legs trembling too much to work, he was backing up as fast as he could on his hands. All the count could see was a black and silver mask staring down at him.


  “Doesn’t matter because you’re going to die tonight. Nothing can change that. I’m just giving you a bit of time first. Got any last confessions you want to get off your chest? We already know about the girls, though, so don’t try to use them as leverage.”


  John stared down at the count. However, the man had nothing to say. With a tired sigh, John reached down and picked him up by his neck.


  “Which way to the girls? I know they’re underground but not the way down, if you tell me, then I’ll grant you a quick death.”


  The count pointed at a bookcase, and John dragged him to it. He tried opening the bookshelf but it wouldn’t budge. Slightly pissed off, John punched the bookshelf and it crumbled to pieces, revealing a flight of stairs behind the bookcase leading down.


  John killed the count, leaving his bloody corpse sprawled across the office carpet. Resolve burning, he headed down the stairs.


  What he saw shook him to his core.


  There was an array of cages, each full of tattered and sorry-looking women. Most showed signs of abuse, bruises and scratches marking their exposed skin. In the cages were piles of hay, assumedly to stand in for beds. There were also tin bowls for their water and food, resembling the kind you would leave out for a house pet. The girls looked up at John, eyes trembling with fear.


  John clenched both fists tightly and the thought of destroying the kingdom and all its corruption crossed his mind for a brief second.


  


  Chapter 32


  Going Back


  John walked to each cage and used Crush Grip to break the locks on them, opening the cages.


  “You’re all free now! Don’t worry about anyone in this mansion, and if you see anyone on the streets then ignore them! Run to the guild and tell them what happened. Hurry! Get to the guild, and you live. I can’t stay to protect you.”


  The women, though somewhat dazed, understood the urgency of their situation. Those who could walk, fled the cave with no reservations. Those who could not walk were aided by a few of the stronger ones in the group. Together they raced toward freedom, quickening their pace as they went along.


  John waited until they were quite a distance away. He then returned to the count’s office, stepping over the battered corpse and making his way to another bookcase. Eager to find any useful information, he started looking through some of the documents. Maybe he could find the people who helped the count kidnap the girls.


  Eventually, he just threw everything into his bag. He decided to give it all to Agent and ask for a summary; he didn’t have time to read it now. With a light step, John fled the scene. He thought about pursuing the mentioned prince, but figured the trail had gone cold at that point.


  Approaching Agent’s meeting point, he removed his mask and put his boots back on. With the Colour-changing Rune, his attire switched from the deepest black to a feathery white. He was ready to reunite with his Agent.


  Through the doors, Agent was waiting for him with a smile on his face.


  “All dead?”


  John nodded, “All accounted for. The only surprise was that some ‘prince’ guy showed up. No news on him, though. Trail went cold.”


  The Agent’s smile seemed to disappear. “A prince? Was it the third prince, perhaps? We’ve had suspicions about his involvement, but it was never confirmed… Why he was there?”


  “He told the count to stop activities because a Sider had shown up. He didn’t want the whole family to be wiped out, or something.”


  “Makes sense. We don’t know where the Sider is right now, but history has shown that Siders wipe out corruption in all places.”


  John smiled at Agents remarks. “Do you approve of the Siders way of doing things?”


  “Not really,” Agent frowned, “Though it’s not the killing part I disagree with. It’s the part where they do it all for free. He’s killing all the corrupted people, so that means there will be a lot fewer contracts to perform for us. The whole assassin guild’s income gets affected.”


  “Oh. But what if you could found the Sider and get him to become an assassin?” John stared at Agent, a glimmer in his eye. “Wouldn’t that benefit everybody?”


  “That would be perfect, but the guild would never release a Siders information. Only the top brass knows who the current one is. They must have told the prince too. While we do have our people in the guild staff, there’s only one person with a high enough position to get this information. He’s deep in the South Kingdom, though. It would take a few months at the very least before we get that information.”


  John got his ID card out and placed it on the table, pushing it towards Agent.


  When the Agent picked up the ID card, he was still looking at John, slightly confused. Reading the card, he put two and two together. Agent dropped the card, absolutely stunned. John could only laugh.


  “You? You’re the Sider that popped up in the Northern Kingdom?!”


  “Yeah, I seriously thought you knew,” John grinned, “I thought that’s why you approached me in the first place. If that wasn’t it, then why did you?”


  “A guy walks into town with over a thousand wolf heads, and you expect us to pass that up?” It was the agent’s turn to chuckle.


  “Please don’t mention that… I didn’t have a bag to place them in,” John sighed.


  “I’ve added the money to your account, and the client paid extra for the other people you killed. The total came to £15 million. My share is £1.5 million,” The agent then passed John his ID card back.


  “From now on, when I’m going to do a job, I want the maximum amount of information of everyone around the original target. If they’re guilty, add them to the list even if we aren’t getting paid extra. If the targets are innocent, leave them out.”


  The agent nodded to these conditions and John continued.


  “I’m going to hunt for a bit and get out-of-town while this situation’s resolved. Contact me when you have all the information on any more targets I can go after,” John untied his bag and turned it upside down, all the parchments from the count’s office falling out.


  The agent had no words. He was still slightly stunned that John was the Sider. Everyone knew how fast Siders grew, but John was breaking the records. He wondered how he was doing it.


  Only two and half years since a Sider first registered in the kingdom. It usually took ten years or more before a Sider started wiping out the corruption. That was common knowledge anyway. Excitement and fear boiled deep in Agent’s mind. This was one hell of a Sider he was working with.


  Just before John left the house, he stopped near the door.


  “Be careful when checking all the targets. I don’t want someone to add an innocent person in just because they want them dead.”


  John opened the door and walked out.


  Shortly after, John left town and headed back to the area with Blood Wolves. The ruins were around here somewhere, right?


  His Time Pool now read 5mo 14d worth of time. He put it all into Blood Capacity, levelling it all the way up to Level 89. He worked the math out: 66 Idlers in the skill would make the two years and six months pass in just 30 hours. When it hit Level 90, hopefully the time would drop a little more.


  Almost an hour of travelling, he reached the cave. John killed a few nearby wolves and then began to prepare for the climb down. Using his fists, he raised bits of the earth near the cave entrance just high enough to secure his rope around. He tied the other end around his waist.


  Nearing the opening, John took a deep breath. He activated both of his vision skills and started making his way down the hole. Just a few feet down he noticed how cold it was. He took note of the texture of the wall. It was smooth, almost as if it was machine-cut.


  It was also slippery, and as he descended further a small layer of frost began to develop on the stone. John couldn’t believe how cold it felt, but it wasn’t anywhere near a lethal coldness, so he kept on. After only a few minutes, he saw a landing he could stand on.


  A few pieces of rotted wood lay on the floor. John wondered if they were the remnants the staircase. All around him was smooth stone walls, a barren cave as far as he could tell. He began to explore the area, finding a dark corridor that slanted upward. He followed it down until he reached an opening. The stone walls before him were somewhat familiar.


  Coming to a realisation, John looked up. There it was, the trap door entrance. To John’s dismay, it was only fifteen feet above him.


  “Bollocks.”


  


  Chapter 33


  Life Power


  John walked through the corridor, still angry at the fact that he went back to town to find a rope because of a 15-foot drop from the surface. It was a long passageway made of the same cut stone, as John got further inside the temperature continued to drop. John regretted not buying a coat.


  ‘Ding!’


  ToolTip - The skill unlocked at Senses level 8 will help.


  That’s a good tip, but it’s too late now. It will take almost a month to get Blood Capacity to level up, then god knows how long to level up five levels in my Senses skills. John only had two choices here: carry on or give up. He chose to carry on.


  After another great length in, the passageway opened up. John saw pillars of cut stone rise to the ceiling, which was only about 10 feet high at this part. It’s like whoever made this wanted to make it grand yet reasonably sized. Each pillar had an animal carved into it. John recognised a Chinese Dragon, Black Tortoise, White Tiger, and a Phoenix.


  Whoever made this was familiar with mythology creatures from Earth… unless they have them here, too, but I doubt that.


  John walked past the first two pillars. When he got near the middle of the floor, all four pillars lit up. The carvings of the creatures started moving. John froze, recalling almost every science-fiction-adventure show he’d seen previews for back in his childhood.


  The animals exited each of the pillars, surrounding John.


  The Chinese Dragon and the Phoenix stood in front, the Tiger and the Tortoise circled around behind him. All eight eyes glowed green while staring at John.


  John braced himself for a fight.


  Suddenly, a voice came from the Chinese Dragon, echoing through the cave chamber.


  “Survive one at a time, and you will get a Mythical Weapon, Armour, Boots, and Shield. Survive all at once and you can inherit my legacy. Choose.”


  John checked all the statue’s stats as quickly as possible.


  Chinese Dragon:


  Attack: 2400


  Defence: 500


  Phoenix:


  Attack: 2000


  Defence: 700


  White Tiger:


  Attack: 2100


  Defence: 400


  Black Tortoise:


  Attack: 900


  Defence: 2100


  Shit, they’re all S rank by the system! If I focus on dodging, I should be able to take at least three of them at the same time! But what about the tortoise? I won’t be able to damage it whatsoever.


  John eventually made his decision. Go hard or go home, right? And it was too late to go home now.


  John approached the Phoenix, seeing it was frozen in place. Without any warning, he instantly rushed it and punched out.


  BOOM!


  The Phoenix statue blew up into bits without having a chance to move. Its head broke apart and crumbled to the ground. Before the other statues could react, John rushed towards the Tiger and punched out.


  BOOM!


  White Tiger cracked all over and started falling apart. John smiled. His methods were shameless, but who cares when your life was on the line? Did they really think he would wait for them to attack?


  “Let the battle begin!” The voice carried on like nothing was wrong. It must be automated then.


  John rushed towards the turtle and punched its head. It brushed John’s attack aside and tried biting at him. The Chinese Dragon charged at John from behind and dove to bite John too. He dodged easily enough by jumping to the side. Misdirected, the Chinese Dragon bit off the turtle’s head on accident, instead! The Tortoise slowly collapsed.


  John’s plan had worked!


  After the Tortoise died, the Chinese Dragon flew high, and John stared at it while it hovered in the air. It can fly?! Without hesitation, the Chinese Dragon dove at him.


  John ducked underneath and landed on his left leg, preparing to throw an uppercut with his left hand. Just as the Chinese Dragon began to retreat, John let the uppercut loose.


  BOOM!


  The Chinese Dragon statue disintegrated from the middle, spreading outwards. When its head was the only thing left, the voice came back up.


  “Congratulations, you passed. Walk through the north door and keep going till you meet me.”


  Meet him? Shit, is he going to say something about me cheating, then? I thought it was automated!


  John took out his compass from his first bag, checked which side was north and went through that door. It was still getting colder, but because he was just in a battle, he wasn’t feeling cold just yet. He kept on walking for about forty feet until he came to a small room.


  In the middle of the room was a skeleton sitting on a big throne, it was wearing a grey robe, still sitting upright and holding a book between both hands.


  John looked at the skeleton and was washed over with a feeling of humility. It was as if he was meeting someone who had a lot of dignity and self-respect, someone who demanded it from other people too.


  John didn’t know what to do. Take a bow? Talk to it? A martial art salute?


  “My name is Tim McNeil. I was born in Scotland in 1966 and I died in 2015. That’s when I came here,” the voice echoed around the chamber with no relent. “If you know what I’m talking about then you’ve come from the same place. If you do not know, then this prize might not be for you. To be honest, I’m not sure. Behind me, I made a counter which counts the years since my last message. I’m not sure how much time has passed since I’ve died but I have no regrets.”


  John looked at the counter while it paused. The numbers read 90115.


  “IMPOSSIBLE!” John suddenly shouted.


  It’s been three years between his death and mine and over 90,000 years here? That’s impossible!


  “If you came from Earth, then you must have a gift left behind too. I do not know where it came from nor if it’s the same as mine. Mine was called Tech Mind. I only had to look at some things to figure out how it worked. I could then instantly come up with hundreds of uses for it. I gave the technology to a friend, who in-turn gave it to the people. I set this place up just as a last-ditch refuge, in case humanity lost its great battle with the monsters of this land.


  “Did we win, or lose the war? I will never know, but I did all I could with my gift. My legacy isn’t about technology, but what my gift unlocked in me. I’ve written it all down, and if you’re not from Earth, then I do not know if you can read this, since I’ve written it in the most common language on Earth: English.”


  When the voice stopped here, it didn’t start back up again. John looked around and saw only the cut stone walls and ceiling. Maybe this Tim fellow cut it with some piece of technology? John walked up to the skeleton. So Tim was the first real Sider here who gave the technology to the North Kingdom’s ruler. Maybe he wanted to keep a low profile, or possibly play the king on the throne as a puppet. There was no way of ever finding out.


  When John reached the skeleton, he smiled and gently picked up the book from his hands.


  He opened the metal cover, inside was a thin metal sheet that had writing etched inside it. It was in English, like the voice had said.


  Ancient China came up with CHI. When I was here, I unlocked CHI after becoming what people here called Immortal. Immortals live longer than regular humans, they can live for thousands of years that’s why they’re called immortals, but unless you keep treading down this path, then you will eventually die of old age. They call CHI, Life Power here, and you need to use Life Stones to gather it inside the body and store it in your brain. For the mind is the Life of the body.


  The body’s functions are to keep the brain alive, heart to pump blood to the brain, lungs to pump oxygen to the brain, the list goes on. And it is the brain that keeps them working 24/7. Under the counter is a hidden latch with a few Life Stones and my real legacy stored inside. Hopefully, they can start you on the road to immortality.


  The immortals of this world cannot fly by themselves; they use objects infused with Life Power to lift themselves up. They thought it was impossible, but I proved them wrong. This is all the information I can give, for fear that it may fall into the hands of those who may abuse it.


  There were no more words inside the book. They were carved out in rather large letters so he’d used both sides of the metal sheet. John closed the book and put it into his storage space before approaching the counter.


  He found the hidden latch and opened it up. Inside were the same glowing green rocks that he’d found buried in so many areas. There was also a much bigger metal book which was on a small display table.


  So that’s what these things are.


  


  Chapter 34


  Him Again


  John used his Analyser on the glowing green rocks.


  Life Stone:


  These rocks store the life of the earth, purifies it, and then releases it, which helps nature grow faster.


  John stored them with his other Life Stones and then looked at the book. There was no mechanism to set off a trap, from what he could see. He gently picked the book up.


  Nothing happened.


  John sighed in relief and then stood up and opened the book.


  CHI and Life Power are different from what we think. I remember reading novels about how you use meridians and unlock dantians to store the CHI back on earth.


  But here, Life Power is stored inside your brain cells. You compact them to make more and eventually each one is able to carry an ocean of Life Power.


  The brain cells automatically release Life Power into the bloodstream, which lets it travel around your body, collecting any impurities and bringing them to the Life Power in the brain. There, it destroys these impurities, forming its system.


  You can use Life Power to attack, defend, and to use objects to fly through the skies. Life Power that is in the brain cells will travel to wherever you want it to when you reach a certain amount of control.


  It will still travel through the blood system, but it will seep into the skin of wherever you want it to. It will be painful at first. If you put it in your fists and punch out, it will give your attack roughly ten times the power. And that is only a taste of the wonders it can do.


  What people don’t realise is that we can use the Life Power to do so much more. With perfect control, you can make Life Threads and use those threads to control anything.


  You can make Life Power a force and push under the feet to fly, and if you teach yourself how to control it well, will use less Life Power than using an object and will travel faster too. At full mastery, you can walk on air just above the ground so you will never fall into a trap that’s setup underneath you.


  Though I must warn you, never start gathering Life Power until you’re at 21 years of age. Otherwise, it will stop your growth and will eventually hinder your progress into immortality.


  That’s all the advice I can give. Good luck on your journey, and I hope you can eradicate the monsters if they won the war.


  John closed the book and stood there a little stunned.


  That’s why immortals are so revered. They have a lot more power at even the beginning stages and it can help prolong their lives. It must mean that the peak physical condition is based around a strong mind which can store the Life Power. The brain is fully developed at the age of 21 too.


  John stored the book and turned around, looking at the skeleton. If he was helping the King of the East Kingdom, how did he end up here in the North Kingdom? He might never learn the answer to that.


  To keep this knowledge a secret, John destroyed the counter. He then punched a wide tomb into the floor and carefully placed the skeleton inside. John covered the hole up with stone, destroying the throne and anything else that was inside the room. Then, started punching the walls of the room. He wanted to make the entire place collapse on itself.


  After the room started to fall apart, John fled back to the room with the four pillars. There were two other doors that he hadn’t been through. The north went to the throne room he just destroyed, and the south was the way he came in. John decided to go to the east door first, saving the west for after.


  John stood at the entrance and looked in, it was a small room with a few chests, but John had a funny feeling that if he went inside something terrible would happen.


  He went to the west door. It was the same as the east one. He walked into the middle of the floor and picked up some loose stone from the statues he fought. Walking over to the east side entrance, he threw the rock at the chest, knocking it back ever so slightly.


  Whoosh!


  Spikes from the ceiling dropped down and covered almost every inch of the room. John went to the west side and tossed a stone at the chest, triggering the same spike trap.


  John destroyed the spikes by punching them, got to the chests, and found they were all empty.


  Like the throne room, John caused each of these treasure rooms to collapse in on themselves. In the main hall where the fight with those statues took place, he destroyed the pillars then the walls. Finally, the ceiling started crumbling, so he fled to the south exit, running through the corridor while punching both side walls as he ran along. The whole cave shook, rubble trailing after him.


  The entire thing had collapsed by the time John got to the trap door exit. He grabbed the rope and jumped as hard as he could. He was launched through the door on the ceiling and hit the rock above it. Rubbing his head, he closed the trap door with his free hand.


  John retrieved his rope and put it into storage before leaving the cave.


  He was headed back to town now to see if Agent had another job for him yet. If not, he maybe should start hunting B Rank creatures again. Werewolves were too few for the amount he was thinking of killing. He only had three years and a few months to complete as many of the skills as possible while travelling towards the capital. And now he needs to collect as many Life Stones as he can too.


  “Who’s there?”


  John was momentarily stunned at the voice of another person. They must have come here because of the noise from the collapsing underground cave. He turned towards the sound and recognised the person immediately.


  It was the chubby guy from the Newbie Town’s survival course.


  “Aren’t you the guy from Newbie Town?” The guy recognised John too. John just nodded to this question and turned Life Vision skill on to look around.


  Other than the chubby guy and his party, there was someone in the tree not far away. This kid probably didn’t even realise he had a secret guard. John used the analyser on him.


  ???


  Attack: 835


  Defence: 600


  John was less worried. He checked each of the members; there were four people total, and three of them he recognised from the same survival course.


  The chubby guy.


  ???


  Attack: 210


  Defence: 450


  The guy on the left behind the chubby guy.


  ???


  Attack: 240


  Defence: 110


  The woman to the right of the chubby guy.


  ???


  Attack: 290


  Defence: 200


  The last woman directly behind the chubby guy.


  ???


  Attack: 350


  Defence: 30


  John was finally worry-free. Even if all five of these guys teamed up he could probably handle the whole group all at once with ease. He turned around and started walking.


  “Hey, don’t ignore me! What happened here?” The chubby guy’s voice grated on John’s ears.


  “Don’t know.” Not turning around or stopping, that was his only answer.


  “Don’t you know who I am? Come back here and answer me properly!”


  John stopped for a few seconds without turning around. “Don’t know, don’t care. Don’t order me around.” Then, he carried on walking away from them.


  John didn’t want to get close to anyone until he turned twenty-one at the very least. From his novels, he’d learned that immortality could be a curse if you were friends with mortals. Outliving everyone you cared about most certainly seemed curse-like. Any family he would have in the future, he wanted to become immortals too. John didn’t think he could survive the pain of watching them die of old age.


  Snapping back to reality, he knew the chubby guy wasn’t going to let him just leave, so he shouted, “You in the tree, tell the guy you’re protecting to quit, otherwise it won’t end well. If it isn’t him you’re protecting, then tell him anyway for both of your sakes.”


  The chubby guy didn’t know what he was talking about and thought he was trying to scare him. Suddenly, the person John had spoken to stood in front of him, showing no signs as to how he got there. The man bowed towards him.


  “Young master, your father ordered me to protect you in the dark. That man is far more dangerous than you realise. Please swallow your anger for now, if you want to get out of this alive.”


  


  Chapter 35


  The Order


  ”You say he’s dangerous? Why? Because he found you? That does not make him dangerous.” The chubby guy wasn’t convinced.


  “Young master, let me put it this way. Even your father can’t find me while I’m hiding without at least three minutes of time. This young man here discovered me after a few seconds of looking around. He looked at me directly and smiled. He saw through me, and he knew I was no match for him.” The man had cold shivers from just thinking of that smile.


  “And if we compare me to your whole party,” he continued, “I could kill all four of you within 2 seconds.” It was this remark that left the whole party stunned. They then realised how lucky they were for not pissing that guy off.


  “Then I want you to send people to investigate him! If he doesn’t have a stronger supporter than my dad, I want him killed. He could be displeased with how I talked to him just now and could come back any time.”


  “Very well, I’ll send someone to investigate him. While we know he was on that survival course with you, do you happen to know his name? That would make it a lot easier and get faster results.”


  “No, I don’t, even on the course he didn’t talk to anyone and kept out of everyone’s way. He even left in the middle of the night, before the course finished. That’s the only reason I remember him.” That’s what the chubby guy remembered the most. He had to learn everything, but some guy had walked away in the middle of the night. Unbelievable.


  “If I remember right, he only paid attention to the skinning and cooking part of the course. I remember because he was in front of me, squatting down,” one of the women chimed in.


  “So that means he already knew how to survive in the wild, but didn’t know how to do the things that the guild requested to make money. That is troubling, young master. If my guess is right, he’s the type who was already able to survive for months or even years in the harshest weathers, the roughest terrains, and against the strongest of monsters. If it’s true then even if he has no backers, he would, by himself, cause the whole family to have nightmares. We must not make an enemy out of this man.”


  “Fine, investigate him and ask my dad on what we should do. Make sure to tell him that about this encounter, too.”


  “Yes, young master. Please be careful for a few hours while I get this sorted for you.” The man nodded then disappeared as subtly as he’d arrived. The four people decided to set up camp and wait for his return.


  If John had only known that he’d caught people’s attention by walking away in the middle of the night during that training course, he’d want to murder his past self… He originally did that specifically to AVOID people’s’ attention!


  Yet, the past was in the past and John was currently unaware what had just transpired. He was currently tracking down the Life Stones that were buried in this area, avoiding all wolves when possible. After he collected all seven that the map indicated, he returned to town.


  Back at the inn, he was looking at one of the Life Stones in his hands. Even though he knew what they were, for now, he had no idea how to gain Life Power from the stones. With a sigh, he put the stones away. He wanted to start on the immortal road as soon as he hit the proper age, and to do that he needed to know how to take the first step.


  John went downstairs to have his meal when the inn manager passed him a note again. After he had his lunch, he went to see the Agent, as per directed by the note.


  ” ‘Yo, we got all the information for the other four targets’ surrounding people. There’s even a fifth special target. A little blast from the past.” The agent smiled and placed five parchments on the table.


  “The prince?”


  “Yup, we’ve found out he’s only staying in this town tonight. He won’t be here in the morning. The only problem is he’s got an elite army surrounding him, and he knows the count has died already.”


  John shook his head. “I’m too weak to kill the prince now, so if another guy wants to take the job then let him. What of the other four? Give me the summaries, please.”


  “Okay then, first is another count by the name of Lee. He has over three hundred bodyguards now, a recent addition after hearing about your first little tirade. All the new bodyguards are innocent, only eighty-nine including Lee is guilty. The second is a Baron, and his name is Tony. He can’t afford new bodyguards, and only five including Tony are guilty. The third is the head of a hunter group, no bodyguards. Only he and one other is guilty. Fourth and final is a lone adventurer.”


  The four contracts bummed John out. He wanted to kill hundreds of people for the Time Pool compensation. He chose to take them all.


  “After I’ve completed these, I’ll probably be leaving town for a while, maybe to go south to the next town,” John told Agent his plans with a twinge of soberness.


  The Agent smiled and nodded, writing something down on a piece of leather and giving it to him. It was an address in the next residential town, and he was to make contact with the agent there if he wanted work. John thanked him, then started memorising the sketches of the people he had to kill tonight.


  Back at the chubby guy’s party, the guard had just returned. Out of breath, he choked out his message.


  “Young master, your father has ordered you and your party members to leave as soon as possible, forget everything about that man. The order also states that if you do not listen, I have the right to force you to return, the only thing it said to avoid was killing you. If you meet that man again, you must ignore him, walk away, and do anything BUT annoy him.”


  The man’s words stunned the group entirely. “Just who is that guy? Did my dad tell you that, at least?”


  The man shook his head. “No, just these orders. We have to leave, now. That guy might still be in this area. I’ll take you back to Rocky town tonight, and we’ll head back to the capital in the morning. Your party members have been welcomed to join you if they so wish, but even if they don’t, your adventure is over for a while.”


  The other party members decided to join him going to the capital.


  It was now 7pm, and it’s starting to get dark. John was leaning on a tree inside the town centre, crossing his arms. He was just taking in the sights for a while. When it got completely dark at 8pm, John changed his clothes to black, took off his boots, and put his mask on.


  It’s time to hunt.


  He first went and killed the adventurer, who had just left town. This took John fifteen minutes including the trip to and back.


  He killed the two hunters next, both in their own homes inside of the town.


  Then it was the baron’s turn, he killed all five people a mere few seconds apart.


  It was 6am by the time John finished killing the count and his eighty-eight loyal people.


  Monitoring his Time Pool, he had gained 3mo 12d as reward. He put it all in Blood’s Capacity, levelling it to 95. The new time needed read as 12d 12h at Level 90, which confirmed his suspicions that the time reduced a little whenever it hit a digit with a zero at the end.


  John changed his clothes colours when he finished the jobs and went to the inn. In the morning, he went into the guild to look for B Rank quests to take him to the next town. It was time to move on.


  Quest: Escort 5 Prisoners to Visitors Town.


  Rank: B


  Pay: £40,000 per week for a maximum of 5 weeks.


  Dangers: Bandits, friends and family of prisoners. Rank B monster area is strongest you’ll have to go through.


  Leaves: Monday morning. Meet at the town centre.


  John took this quest down from the board.


  


  Chapter 36


  Attacking Bandits


  John walked to the town centre to meet with his party for the quest he’d accepted. As he approached, he saw ten carriages lined up and a familiar face was leading them.


  “Didn’t think I’d meet you again, nor did I expect you to climb the ranks so fast! I was only here visiting family, and you’ve already shot from E to B Rank!?”


  It was the driver of the merchant’s wagon from his first E Rank mission.


  “Didn’t think you’d be here either,” John tilted his head curiously, “Aren’t you a… high ranking member? Why are you doing a B rank mission?” John almost let it slip that he knew the driver was S Rank.


  “I’m on my way home. Might as well earn a bit of pocket money. Only came here to give my family some money and try to convince them to come with me to the capital. They love it here though, so only thing I can do is leave.”


  “Oh, well as long as they like it here and aren’t being forced to stay, then it’s home. I don’t know if I’ll like the big city life in the capital either,” John especially wanted to avoid the capital main sources of trouble: political figures, nobles, and royalty. He then rechecked the driver.


  ???


  Attack: 1,200


  Defence: 1,100


  “Anyway, what did these five men do to be taken to Visitor Town, anyway? I heard it’s named that way because it’s the only prison in the capital. Must be huge.”


  The man nodded. “It is huge, it’s bigger than Rocky Town by about ten times. All the kingdom’s criminals go there. They either serve their sentence and leave, or find their death by execution.”


  The mood grew cold at these words.


  “Only high ranking guild staff are allowed to work there, and they only answer to the royal members too. I don’t know about the whole system, but if you’re found guilty, that’s where you go for the punishment. These five men have been proven guilty of murder. Plus, four of them are bandits from a local group.”


  “The bandit group have a name?” John thought he’d better ask.


  “Nope, just a leader and about forty members. It’s a small group, not much in their hideout.”


  “Alright,” John shrugged and changed the subject. “Hey, well, I hate to ask this but is there a carriage where I can sleep? I’m still a bit worn out, I was hunting all night. Oh, and what’s your name, by the way? I never got it.”


  “Haha, yeah, nap all you want, I trust your work ethic. You’re the ninth member of our party, so you’ll be in Carriage Five. You’ll be on your own unless another member comes. Also, my name is Shaun. Nice to meet you again.”


  The five carriages transporting the prisoners were in the centre, the other carriages are split up. There were three up front and two behind. Carriage Five turned out to be the last carriage, assigned to protect the group’s rear. Shaun explained that he would be in the first carriage in case of any ambushes. He then introduced John to the other seven adventurers, who were also Rank B.


  “Nice to meet you,” John spoke to the group. “If you didn’t catch my name, it’s John. I’m an A Rank adventurer, but I can’t beat an A Rank creature just yet, so I’m stuck with B Rank quests for now.”


  This statement stunned Shaun for a second. “Wait… You went from E to A rank in what, a few months?”


  John just smiled. “I’m going to go take a nap now. It’s this carriage, right? Wake me up for dinner if I’m not up by then, please.”


  And with that, he climbed into the carriage and lied down to sleep.


  John checked out the other seven adventurers as they were setting off. There were four men and three women, all roughly C Rank by the system’s standards. He rechecked Shaun, finding the information had updated with his name.


  He drifted into a light sleep.


  A month later, John was lying down inside his carriage. He’d grown used to leaving his Life Vision and Night Vision skills both on at all times. Through the carriage’s walls he spotted the outline of a group huddled together over the hill. It’s either monsters or a group of humans. Either way, I need to check it out.


  John got out of his carriage and ran to Shaun in the first carriage. He sat in the driver’s seat next to Shaun, leaned back, and casually closed his eyes. He spoke in a whisper meant only for Shaun’s ears.


  “Don’t panic, but we’ve got stalkers. It’s a group over the mountain to our right, though I don’t know if it’s monsters or humans yet. I’m going to take a look.” Shaun discreetly nodded his head, staring straight ahead.


  John got down and went back to his carriage. He waited for a big tree to come in between his targets and the caravan, obscuring their view of him for extra measure. He stayed in the path of the tree and broke into a sprint toward the hill. Once arriving close to his cover, he knelt down. After a moment of contemplation, he ran around the hill making sure not to be spotted. Just to be safe, he took his boots off and stored them, held his breath, and then carried on.


  He came right up to the group of people without being spotted. They are all wearing black cloaks and armed with swords, maces, and crossbows from what John could see. He snuck up behind the furthest person in the back. He put his right hand over their mouth, giving their temples a sound knock. The person soundlessly fell unconscious.


  John moved the body as quietly as possible to a few feet behind, then approached once more in the safety of cover. Seeing the opportunity for a little fun, John grinned and snuck closer to another member. He leaned over and ever so slightly whispered to the man in front of him.


  “So when do we attack?”


  Without turning around the person just replied. “Soon, rookie. You still remember the plan, right?”


  “Of course I do, but could you run it by me one more time.” John knew he was reaching and enjoyed every moment of it.


  “Dammit, you need to remember things like this. Fine, last time though. We’re going to kill all the adventurers in those carriages and save our bandit members. If we’re lucky, then there are a few women in that group we can bring back to play with, too. Boss has brought the whole crew for this job, so don’t you screw it up.”


  John nodded his head. Now he had the confirmation that these guys are bandits, up to no good. If left alone, they could be dangerous to his group. Especially those three women adventurers.


  Satisfied with the information, John held his breath again and abruptly crushed the guard’s neck into asphyxiation. He picked up the body and placed it back where he’d left the other unconscious person.


  Looking down at the sleeping man, John felt no sense of mercy. With a soft ‘crunch,’ he killed the unconscious person too.


  He repeated this tactic over and over again until only the boss was left alive.


  Unbeknownst to this leader, John approached him from behind. The man was still bent over the cover of a rock, gazing deeply into the horizon. The caravan was his only concern. John was just about to make his killing move, when the boss stood up and shouted “Attack!” then charged at the carriages.


  John was stunned for a second and then just smiled. He put his boots back on and walked after the boss.


  The carriages had stopped when they’d heard the shouting. All adventurers got into position surrounding the prisoners. On the horizon, Shaun saw a single man running towards them, followed by John, who looked like he was on a casual stroll. John made eye contact and even waved at him.


  “Just like we planned, men! Kill all the men, keep the women, and free our brothers!” The boss cried out to his missing teammates. When he heard no reply, however, he knew something was wrong. He stopped running and looked back, only to see John walking towards him.


  “Brothers! Come on! Where are you?” Panic began to show on his rugged face.


  “Sorry, they won’t be able to help you.”


  That was the final sentence to grace the boss’s ears before John snapped his neck.


  Carrying on to his carriage, John climbed inside and went back to sleep.


  


  Chapter 37


  Prison


  A week later, they arrived in Visitors Town. John spent the forty-four days’ worth of time he’d gained from the bandits on the Blood Capacity skill, getting it to Level 97. Only three more to go, then his Defence would get a big boost.


  When they got inside the town, they carried on to the prison. Eventually, John could see their target and was awed by the sheer size of it. It had to be over 600 feet tall, the blue walls stretched at least a few miles long. John couldn’t even properly give an estimate. They arrived at the entrance of the prison. Other carriages were dropping off prisoners too, so they had to wait in a long, winding line.


  Even in this world, they have lines like at the DVLA. John was depressed and bored. Two hours passed and his head hung at an all-time low.


  “Any trouble?” The guard who was writing down the prisoner’s personal information asked.


  Shaun told of their encounter with the bandits on the road.


  “That’s pretty good, you should ask for a bonus. Anyway, we’ve confirmed the prisoners’ identities and logged the time of arrival. Here’s the proof you need for the guild. We’ll take them from here.” The guard handed Shaun a piece of leather that had a stamp on it with the prison’s logo.


  John was looking at the prison. Inside was a Time Pool all-you-can-eat buffet. I should get a job as an executioner…


  They went to the local guild to hand in the quest, and in return, everyone received £200,000. John looked at rank B quests again, but his mind absently recalled the namesake of this town. It’s only called ‘Visitors Town’ because people only came to visit the prisoners. This town also had a custom of showing the execution of criminals to the victim’s families. As a side thought, John wondered about breaking into the prison. However, the ‘wanted criminal’ status that would follow was something he wanted to avoid.


  Quest: Prison Guard


  Rank: B.


  Duration: 6 Months.


  Pay: £30,000 a Week.


  Information: Will help guard people equivalent to B rank adventurers.


  Could I get inside and make the prisoners riot, giving me the legal right to kill them? John shook his head. No, too complicated, and they’ve surely got some surveillance technology with a prison this big.


  Quest: Executioner


  Rank: B.


  Duration: Permanent


  Pay: £25,000 a Week


  Information: Will execute death row prisoners once a day


  Much too low. I need something where I can kill in the masses.


  Quest: Surveillance Watchman.


  Rank: B.


  Duration: 1 Year.


  Pay: £60,000 a Week.


  Information: Must have experience, will be watching Block 86 of B rank


  John went through all the quest listings and found nothing. Even the surrounding areas were cleaned out and had no monsters in them. He decided to give up and find Shaun.


  “I’m just going to the next town from here,” the driver answered to John’s question. “That’s why the pay was so decent for what usually is an easy job. It takes into account that you’re going to have to leave this town without taking another job.”


  Sigh. Guess I’ll just have to go to the next town too.


  “We’ll start out tomorrow. Tonight, let’s book a room in the hotel and have a few drinks.”


  John returned Shaun’s warm smile. “Sure, why not. Though, not too many… I don’t want a hangover.”


  John soon found out that he couldn’t get drunk. The Stomach Acid skill kept any alcohol from entering his system. Still, he was having a decent time talking to Shaun and the other eight adventurers. He heard their stories, how they lived, and got a better idea of what life was like in this world.


  As they were talking, a group of prison officers entered the pub. They had just finished their shift and went for a drink. They were already loud to begin with, but after an hour, they were drunk and their volume only increased. A few of them tried hitting on the three women in John’s party, to their irritation. When the men got rejected, two of them just walked away. One man, however, wouldn’t give up. He was getting on everybody’s nerves, especially the particular woman he’d targeted.


  Shaun eventually stepped in. He wasn’t against casual pub-flirting, but badgering was something different altogether. The man lashed out at Shaun in retaliation. Shaun got hit and stumbled a bit, but he regained his footing and punched back, knocking his opponent to the floor. Thinking the scuffle was over, he walked towards John and the other adventurers. That’s when the officer’s group went to help their friend get revenge.


  John stepped in and knocked them all out; this was an excellent test to see how well he could control his strength without killing anybody. He passed the test.


  Because of the fight, John’s party had to cut the night short. They all said their goodbyes, though upon further discussion they decided to travel together in the morning. They were all headed to the next town, so there was no downside to it.


  In the morning, the group reconvened at the inn entrance. Just as they were finishing up packing their carriages, a few officers from last night came round the corner. They were accompanied by a man looked to be their superior. The one leading the group was the person who lashed out at Shaun.


  “That’s them, sir.” He pointed with a smug look on his face.


  Great, trouble.


  “You have been seen starting a fight with the officers.” The superior officer got straight to the point.


  “Oh, let me guess. Only an eyewitness’s statement backing their story. No other type of surveillance at all,” John called out from inside one of the carriages.


  “Yes, that’s right. You destroyed the evidence, but couldn’t silence the bar owner.”


  “Why would we be so stupid as to destroy the evidence that proved our innocence? Even if I were guilty, why wouldn’t I bribe, kidnap, or kill the bar owner, then? It would be your word versus mine, which is a hell of a lot easier to handle.” John was shifting the blame to himself ever so sneakily.


  “So, you admit fighting these officers last night?”


  “Sure, why not. It’ll only be a few days in prison. Afterwards, these fine officers will have to watch over their shoulders and sleep with one eye open, all day and all night.” With a smile, John finally emerged from the carriage. He approached the boss.


  His statement caused a stir in the officers.


  “Why would they need to do that? Are you threatening them?”


  “Of course, I am. They started the fight because they’re a load of ass hats. Why wouldn’t I get revenge afterwards?” John smile expanded, almost too wide for his face.


  The officers shivered, sensing the cold, blood-thirsty intent behind John’s eyes.


  “I will come peacefully. This altercation didn’t involve my party members, so don’t you lay a finger on them. If any one of them is hurt, I can promise that you’ll need to hire a lot more guards.” He needed to make sure that only he would be the one sent to prison. It was the perfect opportunity for him.


  John went up to Shaun and told him not to worry, that he would meet him at the next town when he got out. Saying goodbye to the other adventurers, he walked over to the boss.


  “What are you waiting for then? Come on, I haven’t got all day.” John held his hands and the cuffs went on.


  Of course, John could snap them at anytime.


  


  Chapter 38


  Perfect Timing


  They arrived at the prison roughly twenty minutes later.


  John had to turn Life Vision off because of the dense population inside the whole jail. There must have been millions of people inside.


  “Who’s this?” The familiar guard from the day before was on duty today, John recognised him.


  “An adventurer who started a brawl yesterday with a group of our officers.”


  The guard on duty looked at John. “What’s your Rank?”


  “Adventurer rank? I’m at Rank A. Do you separate people depending on their adventurer rank then?”


  “Yes, those who are stronger could bring harm to other prisoners.” The guard started writing down John’s personal details. The surrounding officers and their boss were shocked at John’s rank. They were expecting C, maybe B at most. A single A Rank adventurer could have easily demolished them in the fight at the bar. As this settled in, the officer who led to the arrest of John was sweating buckets.


  “Okay, so you’ve pleaded guilty to fighting in a bar,” spoke the guard as he wrote the details, “which comes out to a two-day sentence. Why all this trouble for a mere two days, I don’t know. At least you’re coming in willingly.”


  John smiled at the guard. “It’s only two days; I’ll just take a much-needed nap.” An idea surfaced in his mind, so he asked, “Oh, I read somewhere that prison can be dangerous, so if someone attacks me and I accidentally kill them, I won’t be in trouble, right?”


  “If you can prove that it was self-defence, you’ll be fine. If you can’t prove it, then we’ll have to hold a trial to find out the truth. If found guilty, you could go from a two-day sentence to a death row inmate.”


  “Alright, thanks.”


  “No problem, but now I’ve got a question for you. How come you’re still wearing protective gloves?” The guard had noticed John’s gloves when he first got here.


  “These aren’t protective gloves; they’re for attacking. First of its kind, but I’m still testing them. I don’t dare use my full strength, just in case I break them. If you think about it, they’re acting as a limiter to me.”


  John snapped the handcuffs and gave them to the officer that started all this. John was tempted to run his thumb across his neck. Surely the hand signal for ‘You’re Dead’ was universal?


  The officer took them without looking, bemused and flustered by the fact that John had snapped his own handcuffs in two. Pale, he watched John walk into the prison. When the door shut and John was out of his site, he looked at the handcuffs and immediately started crying.


  John got escorted to the “reception” area, where he was given a bag and a jumpsuit. He was told to put all his belongings into the bag and to put on the jumpsuit. Following orders, John passed the now-full bag back to the guard.


  From there, he was put into chains. His hands, feet, and neck were in cuffs with a chain linking them together, a chain almost as thick as John’s arm. They felt like they weighed a couple hundred pounds. There was no way a regular A Rank prisoner could get out of these.


  “This is just a safety precaution, standard procedure. You’ll be taken to Block A for those whose strength is equivalent to A Rank.” The guard from outside was still acting friendly.


  John was handed over to a team of five guards. They put him on some kind of mini vehicle, like what they had at airports back on earth. Even with that, it took almost an hour of travelling to get to A Block.


  “You’re assigned to A Block, Area 43, Cell 49582.” The driver finally stopped the car while another guard unlocked John’s cuffs.


  “Thanks.” John stood up, walked off the cart, and stretched his neck. He rubbed at his raw wrists.


  The nearest cell to him was labelled 01001, the one next to it 01002. So last three digits is cell number. The first two might be the floor number. John looked up and saw many walkways, railings, and safety nets above him. He looked for some stairs and made his way to the second floor. When he arrived, he rechecked the cell number and confirmed the first two digits.


  Yup, so my cell is very high up. Just how many floors does the prison have?


  John walked up the stairs for forty minutes before he got to his cell’s floor. All he had to do now was find cell 582. He eventually found his cell, after some wandering.


  It was a single room. John smiled at that. He didn’t want to share a living space with some criminal. He walked into his cell and lied down on his bed, checking his stats in the system.


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.9


  Name: John


  Age: 17


  Idlers: 0/66


  Time Pool: 0


  Skill Points: 0


  HP: 307


  Attack: B (750 Points)


  Defence: G (265 points)


  Stamina: SS (2 Hours)


  Defence List:


  Blood’s Capacity - Idlers 66/99, Cell Speed - 97/100, Time - 2d 14m 32s


  Misc List:


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 0/99, +1 Max Idlers - 65/2159


  Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/99, +1 Idler Workers - 0/2061


  To complete Blood’s Capacity, I’ll need roughly 60-70 days’ worth of Time. If each person gives one day’s worth in the Time Pool, then the math is easy. Figuring out how to do it so sixty to seventy people attack me, on the other hand, is the real problem.


  The jumpsuit doesn’t have any markings on it, so they can’t tell who it is without facial recognising software or witnesses. I’ve got my mask in my storage space. I could go round killing people, then slip back into my cell afterwards. I can’t think of anything else at the moment, so this is the best course of action. The only problem is the timing. It would be suspicious as hell.


  Suddenly, a gruff voice echoed against the walls, reaching John’s chamber.


  “New guy, come out here. You’ve got to pay respect to the boss.”


  Perfect. All I have to do is play this right.


  John got up and walked out. He saw a big guy standing in the middle of the walkway, at least seven feet tall with four foot wide shoulders. His body was nothing but rippling muscle, complete with bald head and a tattoo over his left eye.


  ???


  Attack: 780


  Defence: 700


  Shit, he’s got more attack and defence than me. The only saving grace is that my attack is still higher than his defence.


  The man who shouted earlier was standing behind the big, bald guy.


  “I said, kneel down and pay respect to the boss!”


  “Fuck off… I’m only here for two days, why would I need to kneel down to a guy I’ll never see again?” John didn’t have to try very hard for his tough-guy act. It came naturally to him.


  “If you don’t, these two days might be your last,” the boss smiled at his subordinate’s remark.


  “Your little threats can’t make me do shit. Bring it on, or leave.” John stood his ground, trying to rile the boss up.


  “We’ll see if you even survive the night. Have your fun, guys.” The boss turned around to leave. As he did, all around the walkway, men were stepping closer to John. There had to be at least 80 of them.


  Perfect.


  “I’ll let you ladies make the first move.” John couldn’t help but relish at the opportunity. “After all, I’m still a gentleman.”


  


  Chapter 39


  *Spoiler*


  John was standing in the middle of a walkway, it was roughly eight feet wide and connected one side to the other, which was approximately a hundred feet long. He went to the left side’s edge and turned around. Now, no one could attack his back. That should help.


  The first person charged in and threw a punch from John’s right. Easily enough, John pushed his right hand forward, slapping the fist down. He then struck the guy’s neck with the back of his wrist.


  The Time Pool added 1d, and John considered putting it into the Blood Capacity skill mid-fight. He grabbed the body by the back of his neck, throwing it over the railing into the safety net below.


  He carried on turning to his right and went a full circle around. Eyed skimming over his enemies, he waited for the next person to attack.


  The rest of the group was slightly shocked at how fast that man died. It had only taken about three action-packed seconds. One second to kill, one second to throw him, and one second to turn back around. They all looked around and at each other and nodded. Taking out small weapons of different sizes, they charged at John a few at a time.


  John wasn’t able to dodge every single attack, but the Elemental resistance stopped most weapons from harming him. As long as they were made up of the five elements, he was unbeatable. Most of these weapons were small, sharp metal objects, so he was immune to the damage. Although it was incapable of piercing his skin, it still hurt like hell.


  John quickly discovered that he had not truly mastered hand-to-hand combat.


  If John had truly mastered it, then he would have been able to block all these attacks efficiently. He was getting better as the fight carried on, but the bruises that were starting to appear up and down his arms were indicator enough that he had a long way to go. Getting used to the flow of battle, he started to redirect the weapons to other people. He used the momentum to play it smart, rather than trying to tough it out.


  After only fifteen minutes of fighting and emptying his Time Pool into the Blood Capacity skill slot, he’d managed to raise it to Level 99. There was only three hours left to finish! With three men left, John could only grin at the appropriate number. He killed the two quickly, but the third guy started to run away after dropping his weapon.


  John chased him down the hall in the direction that the boss had left in.


  He caught up and was just about to kill the man, when the boss stepped in-between them, slamming his iron fist into John’s stomach. Though he managed to block, the unsuspecting John was sent flying to the other side. His HP took a tumble, now only sitting at 49/309. The boss’s attack was over 500 Points more compared to John’s defence! If he hadn’t blocked it, John would be dead now!


  Standing up, he looked around and there was no one else near him. He had to go back and kill one of the subordinates, this boss was too much for him to handle. He wasn’t quite prepared to walk this tightrope of life and death. One wrong move, and it would all be over.


  He ran towards the boss but jerked to the left, heading for the railing. The boss noted the change in direction and ran towards it, too. He wanted to keep John from escaping.


  As John jumped over the railing head-first, the boss made a reach for him. Twisting out of his grip, John somehow managed to slip through his fingers. John grit his teeth and held on, his body tumbling through the air for but a moment. Grabbing onto the outermost railing, John prayed and swung himself back onto the walkway, landing on the opposite side of the boss. He did a small roll as he landed, then broke out into an all-out sprint toward the low-level lackey that had escaped him earlier.


  The boss turned around and ran after John, his speed matching John’s without regard to the difference in size. A bead of sweat trickled down John’s neck, and he let his sense of urgency drive him even faster. As he approached his target, John stretched his arm out.


  Unexpectedly, a third man joined the row. The man who first shouted at John to pay respects jumped in front of him, and attacked John. John’s hand was deflected. Adjusting to the new situation, he jumped a little and threw a roundhouse kick right at the loud-mouth’s head. Catching the boss in the corner of his eye, John continued to spin around with his kick.


  The boss’s reflexes were lightning fast, and he matched John’s kick with a blow of his own.


  ‘Ding!’


  Bang.


  BOOM!


  John was launched forward by the boss’s kick and was sent flying with such force that his body was buried inside the metal wall. The vibration of the impact caused the whole of A Block to tremble. Dust was everywhere, it was so thick you couldn’t see anything past three feet in front of you.


  Congratulations for completing your first Original Skill. To celebrate we have given you a onetime gift of 5 skill points and 15 hours in the Time Pool to place anywhere you choose.


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.9


  Name: John


  Age: 17


  Idlers: 66/66


  Time Pool: 15h


  Skill Points: 5


  HP: 50/310


  Attack: B (750 Points)


  Defence: S (2,650 points)


  Stamina: SS (2 Hours)


  Completed List:


  Blood Capacity - Cell Speed, Transportation and White Cells.


  Blood’s Capacity:


  Cell Speed: Increases the speed of all cells through the blood without harming the circulatory system.


  Transportation: All cells can carry more.


  White Cells: Boosts all white cells attacking ability, at max level, it can get rid of everything harmful to the body, and you will be immune to all diseases and poisons that enter the circulatory system.


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: The body will have ten times more Defence points.


  He finally unlocked the maxed bonus! The sweet taste of accomplishment was mixed with the taste of his own blood. While he wanted to celebrate, the pain from being buried into a metal was great, not including all the bruises he’d developed from the countless weapons. The only reason he was alive right now was because, as soon as he’d managed to kill the lackey, he’d emptied the Time Pool into his Blood Capacity skill, raising his Defence points only a split-second before confronting the boss.


  He slowly crawled out of the wall and checked his jumpsuit. It was in tatters, but still held up enough to cover him adequately.


  John started waving his hands to get rid of the dust while holding his breath, and he could hear a few people coughing. Footsteps. It sounded like the guards were running here, and quite a few of them too. John needs to finish this now.


  “That fucking hurt you know,” John whined to the boss while stretching. In a burst of movement, he then rushed forward. He had no need to be scared of the attacks now.


  John kicked forward dead centre on the boss’s right knee with his left foot. The knee snapped the other way, causing the man to scream in pain. John put his left foot down and went for his neck, using Crush Grip to end it.


  By the time the guards arrived, the dust had cleared. They saw John standing there with his arms down, his right-hand still clutching onto the boss’s neck. The boss’s body was slumped down to his side, obviously dead.


  John turned around smiled at the guards. He lifted his right hand, still holding onto the corpse and like a child, tried to blame somebody else.


  “He started it.”


  Title: The First Original Completion.


  


  Chapter 40


  8th Senses Skill


  John dropped the body and put his hands up. There were hundreds of guards packing the whole walkway on both sides. They wore dark armour and were armed with swords, knives, whips, hammers, maces and a few weapons that John couldn’t put names to.


  Stumbling upon what seemed like a massacre, every guard was wary of John. They carefully focused on John’s movements with laser-focus.


  “This guy here is the boss of the floor, I guess,” John spoke evenly, “he got all these people to attack me because I wouldn’t kneel down. That guy over there is the only survivor of this little gang and can testify that they were the ones who started the fight. I only acted in self-defence.”


  John pointed to the trembling escapee. The man was terrified. He started nodding straight away as soon as he heard John.


  “Yes, yes, yes, he’s right, absolutely right, the boss started it, and if we didn’t follow orders we’d end up dead, so we all attacked him.”


  While the man was talking, John put all skill points into Senses this time. He turned Continue off and looked at the information before deciding where to put the Idlers.


  Mind’s Strength:


  First Sense: Time. You can keep track of time in any shape and form.


  Second Sense: Sight. Able to see further when concentrating, and see through all illusions.


  Third Sense: Hearing. Able to hear higher and lower pitched noises, and listen further.


  Fourth Sense: Touch. Able to feel even the slightest differences in the air.


  Fifth Sense: Smell. Able to judge the direction a smell is coming from instantly.


  Sixth Sense: Taste. Option, when eating anything but food, can turn taste off now.


  Seventh Sense: Balance. Never lose your balance no matter what the footings like.


  Eighth Sense: Temperature. Unlocks skill Temperature Keeper.


  Temperature Keeper - Idlers 0/99, Hot - 0/1, Cold - 0/1


  Temperature Keeper:


  Hot: The body’s system will automatically warm up once it is at a specific temperature.


  Cold: The body will automatically cool down once you reach a specific temperature. (Will absorb more water in the air from Absorption Skill.)


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: The body will automatically remove sweat and will never shiver again.


  John put one Idler inside Temperature Keeper, set to work on the Hot skill. The timer popped up as one month, which meant that the original time must have been 2 months for first skill. With this in mind, he put all of his sixty-six Idlers into it, bringing the total time to 1h 1m.


  John used the Time Pool to finish it off. He then put all of his Idlers back in, this time aiming to complete the Cold skill. He repeated his actions, finishing the skill off with the Time Pool and proceeding on to the Palm Toughness skill. His attack was now the lowest in points, and Crush Grip was his main killing move right now. He used all the remaining time in this skill.


  ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’


  The ringing kept going, and he could feel his palms heating up very fast. This time, he was prepared for the pain, so he just silently gritted his teeth and then closed the system, leaving it to work while he concentrated on the guards.


  The guards chained him up, but even that did not wipe the smile on his face. A hush ran through the crowd as someone made their way to the front. John assumed, by his proud posture, that this approaching man was a high ranking guard. He stood before John, eyes glaring down.


  “I don’t know you. Identify yourself.”


  “John. I’m an adventurer, arrested today. I’m serving a two-day sentence.”


  “All these men died because you’re serving a two-day sentence?”


  “No, all these men died because they attacked me.” John had to keep going for the self-defence excuse.


  “There are no witnesses besides a man who’s completely terrified of you. We’ll have to view the surveillance to make sure. Until then, cell confinement.”


  John put his hands down. The nearby guards removed his chains, and he was led to his cell. He decided to spend the next two days sleeping.


  While John slept, the boss of the guards reviewed the surveillance. There was no sound, and it was in black and white video footage. It was all powered by monster cores.


  When they had finished watching the footage, all the guards that saw it were sweating. The only conclusion that everyone, including their superior had, was that John was telling the truth.


  Two days later.


  Date: Day: xx Month: xx Year: 90,14


  Prisoner’s Location: A block, area 43, cell 49582.


  Prisoner’s Name: John


  Incident Report: While serving just a two-day sentence for starting a bar fight, prisoner was attacked by 87 Rank A criminals at xx Hours. The conclusion of the fight saw 86 dead and 1 mentally scarred for life, now submitted to the mental institution ward of the prison. Prisoner John is perfectly fine. Footage shows he acted out of self-defence. He was confined to his cell while awaiting the results of the investigation. No trouble since.


  Recommended Action: Don’t piss him off.


  That was the honest and official report that the boss of the area sent to his superiors. In return, the higher staff then forwarded it to the royal family, to the Guild Hall, and to anyone who’d been authorised to know about the Siders. This report caused a shock wave throughout the North Kingdom’s higher-ups.


  This Sider has only been here for less than three years and can kill A Ranks like nothing.


  With this realisation, everyone understood that there was something about this Sider that was special. All they could do was pray that he didn’t become a third Demon.


  People in the royal family even started to speculate that John had already started to become a Demon, killing that many people. However, it was just speculation and John was lucky that they didn’t have his assassination career on file.


  Deep in the capital, the chubby guy’s father had the statement in his hands. It had only been six weeks since his son encountered this Sider. He removed any evidence that the report was about a Sider, and sent the information to his son’s guard by teleportation rune. The message was sent to the nearest town.


  When the party in question arrived in town, he booked an inn of the highest quality. Within moments of arriving, a member of the inn’s staff came and told him and his guard that the mailing staff had a message waiting for him.


  The guard fetched the mail, reading the report in advance. As he did, he became as white-faced as a ghost. He went back to the hotel and handed the note to the young master. The boy read over it, and fear overcame him.


  Eventually, their whole party was pale from fear.


  “This is impossible! How is an A Rank adventurer like him unable to skin a monster for money? He was in our class, right?! It’s only been two years since he was in Newbie Town!”


  “He must have already been an A Ranker to begin with, and maybe he was protecting someone else in the class. A lot of us had guardians there.”


  “No, he’s too young for that. He’s about the same age as us.”


  “Age doesn’t matter when you have strength. If he was already an A Ranker, he was more than likely protecting someone in that group. We need to find out whom, so we can avoid him or her at all costs.”


  The man who had the whole North Kingdom’s higher-ups in a panicked stir strolled out of the prison gates, donning his signature Mythical class clothes.


  


  Chapter 41


  Only A Rank


  For two days, John slept inside his cell while the Palm Toughness skill increased to Level 69. He turned Continue off so when it reached Level 70, he could upgrade knuckle damage next.


  There are only five Attack skills. They level up quickly, but depend on the defence points of Flesh Strength and Bone Density for more points. It’s the Defence and the Misc list that are going to take up most of the three years of time to complete.


  Especially the Maximum Idlers skill. I haven’t even hit Level 70 yet, and I’ve still got over two thousand levels for it! I’d need to be an immortal to get to even Level 1,000.


  John’s mind raced as he headed to the local Guild Hall to ask about a carriage to the next town. When he got into the Hall, he took a quick look at the Ranked A quests on the board. Since his Palm Toughness had increased, his attack power was now at 945 Points, Rank A in the system.


  He could now hunt S Rank monsters.


  Currently, his stats read:


  HP: 310


  Attack: A (945 Points)


  Defence: S (2,650 points)


  Stamina: SS (2 Hours)


  Since John had maxed out Temperature Keeper skill, he no longer needed baths or a shower—that is, unless it was to clean himself of his enemies’ blood. For some strange reason when he thought of this, he pictured the cliché novel scene of seeing a naked girl take a bath in a lake. A small amount of regret bubbled within him. He would never get to experience this kind of encounter.


  All quests on the board revolved around the prison, which was a bit out of the question, considering the impression he’d left on the workers there. Sighing, John asked about the next carriage out, finding it roughly three hours of a wait away. He headed to the carriage’s meeting place and lied down under a tree, waiting for the time of departure.


  ‘Ding!’


  While waiting, he got the Palm Toughness to level 70, and he put all idlers into Knuckle Damage next.


  ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’, ‘Ding!’


  Gritting his teeth in pain was becoming a regular thing now.


  A few hours later the carriage set off, and John was one of only four people inside.


  The town they were headed to was almost directly south of Visitors Town. It was the half-way point between Newbie Town and the Capital. It was the quickest path to the capital. The name of their destination was Carnegie Town.


  A Sider had named the town after Andrew Carnegie, specifically for his quote about the survival of the fittest (which John knew as Darwin’s Law). Since then, the leadership of this area had been left in the hands of a noble family called Carnegie. This is the town where you survive and move forward, die, or run home. A Rank monsters surrounded it. Anything further was S rank and above. It was truly fitting for the quote in question.


  This town was the dividing point of the North Kingdom. South was for the strong, north was for the weak.


  The address Agent had given him just so happened to be in this town. Hopefully, there were a lot of targets. This town was one of the stricter areas because of how dangerous the people and monsters were. Those who weren’t strong enough usually ended up dead.


  It would take five weeks to get to town, so John claimed a corner of the carriage and went to sleep.


  During the travel, nothing happened. John stretched his legs a bit by killing a few close A Rank monsters now and then, but slept most of the time. Five weeks gradually passed and they arrived at Carnegie Town.


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.9


  Name: John


  Age: 17


  Idlers: 0/66


  Time Pool: 0


  Skill Points: 0


  HP: 310


  Attack: S (1,725 Points)


  Defence: S (2,650 points)


  Stamina: SS (2 Hours)


  Attack List:


  Feet Damage - Idlers 66/99, Power Level - 65/100, Speed - 18/100, Ignore Defence - 1/100


  Misc List:


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 0/99, +1 Max Idlers - 65/2159


  Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/99, +1 Idler Workers - 0/2061


  ??? - Idlers 0/99, ??? - 0/1, ??? - 0/1 (unlocks after thinking speed 50)


  The extra Time Pool earnings from killing the A Rank monsters went into Knee Damage to get it to Level 70 as soon as possible. When Feet Damage reaches Level 70, John planned on getting Flesh Strength and Bone Density to Level 30 each. He wanted to test his theory. Should be a couple of days to get the five levels in Feet Damage if no time got added in the Time Pool.


  The first thing John did was go to the address that Agent had given him. After proving who he was by showing the mask, he went inside a house and was led by a guide downstairs. Beneath the building, an underground market was buzzing.


  The market had everything illegal being sold or traded. Poisons, drugs, stolen antiques, assassin contracts, spy information, and more. As long as you could afford it, someone could get it for you.


  In the middle of the market was the only house. John walked towards the house, discovering that inside was the assassin’s guild. It had contracts, guides, and information to help assassins complete any task.


  John went up to the counter and asked for the latest jobs.


  “Sorry, as of yesterday all assassin contracts have been put on hold.”


  The old man at the desk dropped a bombshell on John.


  “W-what? Why?”


  “The North Kingdom got some important information two days ago. The West Kingdom is preparing to declare war.”


  “What about the Sider treaty?” John remembered the agreement from the first Sider’s puppet king.


  “They found a loophole. Something about technically not abusing their power, or some bullshit like that.”


  John was stunned. That’s what he said when he first read about it! Did someone read his mind back then and sent the information to the West Kingdom?


  “So, what does that have to do with stopping assassin contracts?”


  “They want all the workforce they can get for the war, and all nobles, no matter their rank, status, age, criminal activity, or anything else. Adventurers have the choice to join, as do the common folk, but the King has issued a statement. If there are less than 750,000 people in the army, they will begin to forcefully draft people. The king has also claimed that if anyone contributes a certain amount to the war, they can get a noble title or even ask the King for a favour.”


  “Not interested in contributions, thanks.” John walked away after that.


  If the war breaks within the next three years’ time, I could go on a killing spree and be called a hero. I don’t want to join the army, but I’m willing to fight, all the same. But until then, I’ll just carry on hunting monsters. Guess I’ll have a look at the quest boards. I need to get to S Rank so I can get more information about the S Rank areas, too.


  Making up his mind, John went to the Guild Hall.


  Quest: Kill Demons.


  Rank: S.


  Quick and easy, no skinning needed and the horns are the only valuable part.


  Quest: Destroy Ogre’s Stronghold.


  Rank: S.


  Proof: Ogre’s Altar


  A stronghold? Better ask how many are in there. If there are thousands of them and they catch me with their altar, they’ll all come at me at once.


  He picked up the quest and brought it to the counter to asked about it.


  “They have tens, if not hundreds of thousands of Ogres. We sent in a Rank S team just a few weeks ago and haven’t heard anything from them since. Just yesterday, a scout saw what are believed to be their disembodied heads on display by the stronghold entrance.”


  John almost gasped in joy at the amount of the enemies, but held himself back.


  “I’ll take it, and I can guarantee success too.” With that, John passed his ID card over, smiling.


  “You’re only A Rank, so you can’t take this quest.”


  John’s smile disappeared.


  


  Chapter 42


  King


  John looked around him, and no one was close enough to hear the discussion.


  “Don’t make a scene, but look at my ID card again. Bottom right corner.”


  The woman at the counter knitted her eyebrows, but did as asked. When she spotted the ‘Sider’ in the bottom right, her mouth gaped. John quickly put his index finger over his mouth.


  “Shh!”


  That managed to bring the woman back from the shock.


  “I might not be S Rank, but I’m stronger than S Rank. That identity should prove it, right? I can give a guarantee that the stronghold will be entirely gone when I’m through with it, but only if you put me on this quest.”


  “I-I wish I could, I really do! But it’s against the rules, the only one who can say yes to your request is the guild master.” The woman passed John’s ID card back to him, still visibly shaken.


  “Then where is the guild master? I’ll ask him personally.”


  The woman sent him upstairs, where John looked around. It was a shop that was selling armour, weapons, clothes and survival essentials just like in Newbie Town. His Analyser Eye saw, however, that the lowest rank for the equipment in here was Epic. There were no Rare or Normal items.


  “Hi, I don’t have an appointment, but I’ve got a crucial matter to ask the guild master about!” John approached the store clerk. “Could you please tell him or her I need a meeting? It will only take about two minutes. My name is John, by the way.”


  The sales clerk smiled and asked John to wait.


  Thirty minutes passed.


  A member of staff came and fetched John, guiding him to the office. It was a small room just past the shop; it held a desk, some chairs, and an assortment of filing cabinets.


  The Guild Master sat at the desk, pen moving furiously across the tablet he was writing in. He was roughly 50-60 years old, slicked-back white hair, white eyebrows and a matching beard. He reminded John of the guy from the J**es B**d films. John almost exclaimed ‘Hello, Mr. White!’ but held it in.


  “Heard you have a quick question for me?” The master stopped what he was writing and looked up.


  John smiled and passed the quest slip and his ID card over.


  “You’re only A Rank. We can’t approve the quest.”


  “Does no one look at the IDs other than rank? Look at the bottom right.”


  The Mr. White look-alike looked at the ID card again.


  “Oh, you’re the Sider. So what? Your rank is still too low.”


  “I’m stronger than any S Rank adventurer out there!” John was almost put aback by the master’s lack of response. “Give me this mission, and I can give you a 100% guarantee that it gets done!”


  “100% guarantee, huh?” With an unbothered chortle, Mr. White went back to his writing. “Fine, but if you can’t deliver after this, I’ll demote you two ranks back to C instead. Dismissed.”


  With that, John picked up his ID card and the quest slip. He headed back to the counter on the first floor and told the woman of the approval. After a quick check in the system to verify, she gave John the quest.


  “Good luck.”


  “Thanks,” John smiled.


  The stronghold was west of Carnegie Town, about half a day’s travel for John. When he got close, his Life vision started picking up massive amounts of monsters. It was almost like the prison, too packed to tell the difference between monsters or an enormous blob of light. He turned Life vision off.


  System, scan this area for Ogres, if possible, mark the Ogre’s Altar too.


  Scanning Complete:


  Ogres - 102,645


  Neutral Targets: 9,204


  Buried Treasure: 2


  Life Stones: 25


  Altars: 1


  John had a big smile on his face from the result. If he got to the altar, wouldn’t all 102,645 Ogres come to him? He only needed to check if the Ogres are S rank or A rank by the system now.


  He started walking but kept low, trying to find an Ogre to scan. A few minutes of wandering around, and he saw a small group of them. They were at least six feet tall, four feet wide, and their arms were full of bulging muscles. They were armed with big tree trunks to use as clubs, just like in the novels John used to read. Their skin colour was green, and they had grey faces like a disfigured pig. John scanned them all.


  The weakest Ogre out of the group read as:


  Ogre F


  Attack: 1,350


  Defence: 1,200


  Yes! S Rank by the system! If the rest of them are just as strong, or stronger than this guy, then each of these Ogres should give me 6 hours in the Time Pool. John did a rough calculation and found that if he killed them all, he would receive about seventy-six years’ worth of time.


  John also found a loophole with the Time Pool. If you had all Idlers into a skill and it came up as one day’s worth of time, it took one day of time out. If you put one Idler in the same skill, and it came up with six months, it would take the full six months’ worth of time out. It was best to have all Idlers in a skill before using the Time Pool.


  John tried very hard not to think about this loophole; he didn’t want the system to fix this bug.


  With nothing short of excitement, John charged at the Ogres. He had nothing to worry about now. His first blow took out their footings, making them fall before he dealt any killing attacks. The only thing John needed to keep an eye on was his stamina. He wasn’t sure if it would hold up against all the Ogres rushing him at once. John was going to lower the numbers by a bit, rest back to full stamina, then lure the rest in and finish it all within 2 hours.


  But then again, none of the Ogres can hurt me, I can stand there and recover stamina while they hit me.


  John looked at the clubs the Ogres was carrying, it was just a tree trunk and shaved down for a handle on one side. John picked it up and weighed it.


  He found another group of Ogres after two minutes of walking, then charged at them too. This time he killed the first Ogre with the club he was carrying. No time added to the Time Pool, and it was now undeniably confirmed. Any killing method other than the skills in the Idle System didn’t count.


  John went further in and finally went into the stronghold. He saw the disembodied heads of the S Rank adventurers that the woman had told him about. They were raised high in the air, like a spiked trophy. When this is all was over, John made a silent oath to take them down and bury them.


  After sneaking around, John finally found the Altar. That’s when he discovered what looked like the King of the Ogres.


  ???


  Attack: 2,500


  Defence: 2,300


  Shit, his attacks can’t hurt me, but my attacks can’t hurt it! This is the exact opposite situation that I’m used to! John was used to being in one-hit-kill-or-be-killed situations.


  Well, if I kill that guy, then the other Ogres will be scared off. Maybe it’s best to leave him for last, anyway. If I kill everything, and he’s the last one standing, then I should be able to increase my attack to be above his defence.


  With that plan in mind, he ran towards the altar, killing a few Ogres on the way. He was soon spotted, and Ogres in every direction came for him. He opened the system before the start of the fight and left it open.


  Let the massacre begin.


  During this fight, he did nothing but attack. If he got hit, it hurt like hell but did no damage. He merely gritted his teeth and he carried on killing. After ten minutes, he had to move to a different area because the bodies of the dead Ogres were creating something like a barricade around him.


  John used all his Time Pool earnings as he got it. He worked on increasing Feet Damage to Level 70, then Palm Toughness to Level 100, followed by Knuckle Damage, Elbow Damage, Knee Damage and finally finishing Feet Damage’s Power Levels to 100.


  HP: 310


  Attack: S (2,500 Points)


  Defence: S (2,650 points)


  Stamina: SS (2 Hours)


  Now, he had the attack power to kill that King, but there were still loads of lower Ogres left.


  John put all Idlers into the Flesh Strength skill, then closed the system and carried on killing.


  


  Chapter 43


  S Rank


  John had to stand there and let the Ogres attack him for a hundred minutes to get his stamina back up. A hundred minutes of being battered left and right; although he sustained no injuries, he felt every blow against his body. He learned the hard way that it was 1 SP per minute in recovery.


  The only good thing about this hundred minute ‘hit him as much as you want’ time, was that it lured all the remaining Ogres into the place. John confirmed this with Life vision and map.


  The Ogres even started moving the bodies of the fallen, too, so that made it much easier for John when he started hitting back again. All the Ogres must have wanted to gang up on John, which is why they tried clearing the way, only to find themselves in the new pile.


  The Ogre King did nothing but watch the whole time, and even when John was finishing up with the last few Ogres it still did not move. It looked pale when John took a quick glance at it though.


  After all the lower Ogres were dead, John opened the system, turned Continue off, and used the Time Pool to raise his Flesh Strength skill to Level 30. He put all Idlers into Bone Density and used the Time Pool to get that to Level 30, too.


  He put all the Idlers into Senses next, and used Time Pool to get Level 9 and 10, completing the skill.


  When that finished, John put all the Idlers into the Maximum Idlers slot, and he used the Time Pool to level it up. When it did level up, he put the new Idler back into the skill with the others and then carried on using the Time Pool. He repeated this tactic over and over again.


  Finally reaching Level 98, he proceeded to put all 99 Idlers into Maximum Idlers one last time, leaving them there. John had used up the entire 76 years worth in the Time Pool.


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.9


  Name: John


  Age: 17


  Idlers: 0/99


  Time Pool: 0


  Skill Points: 0


  HP: 320


  Attack: S (3,000 Points)


  Defence: S (2,650 points)


  Stamina: SS (2 Hours)


  Defence List:


  Flesh Strength - Idlers 0/99, Regeneration - 30/100


  Bone Density - Idlers 0/99, Toughness - 30/100, Marrow - 25/100


  Mind Strength - Idlers 0/99, Thinking Speed 34/100


  Misc. List:


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 99/99, +1 Max Idlers - 98/2159, Time - 6d 3h 58m 6s


  Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/99, +1 Idler Workers - 0/2061


  Completed List:


  Palm Toughness - Power Level.


  Knuckle Damage - Power Level.


  Elbow Damage - Power Level.


  Knee Damage - Power Level.


  Feet Damage - Power Level.


  Mind Strength - Memory and Senses.


  Senses - Time, Sight, Hearing, Touch, Smell, Taste, Balance, Temperature, Pressure, and Pain.


  Senses - Taste Option.


  It’s confirmed, the two skills Flesh Strength and Bone Strength, at a certain level together, boosts the attack points somehow. It was boosted by 250 Points this time, because the attacking skills are Level 100. So each skill had helped increase it by 50 points.


  Ninth Sense: Pressure. Automatically remove all pressure caused by 3rd parties.


  Tenth Sense: Pain. Automatically remove all pain caused by 3rd parties.


  I could have done with that tenth sense before the 100 minutes of recovery!!!


  Now he was depressed. John had to go through all that pain earlier when he could have avoided it! If only he weren’t so curious about the defence skills… He could have been pain-free!


  They say curiosity killed the cat, but mine put me through a living hell, instead.


  Sighing, he looked at the Ogre King and started walking towards it. The Ogre King didn’t move. It had an impression that he was facing death itself. With a jolt, it tore itself from its frozen stupor and tried to retreat. For every step John took, the Ogre King began backing up.


  John ran at it now that it was stepping back. The creature swung its club at him in a downwards motion. John stopped running and put his palm out above his head.


  BOOM!


  The impact of the swing and the blocking caused the 200 feet area surrounding them to start caving in, the King’s club snapped in half from where John blocked. The cave floor of the area rumbled.


  John then dashed forward and punched the Ogres stomach, bringing it to its knees. John stepped back and sided kicked towards its head, and the kick took its head off its shoulders.


  He walked over to the Altar, put it into his bag, and picked up the Ogre King’s head. He walked to the spikes that had the adventurer’s heads on them.


  John took down the human heads, replacing them with the Ogre King’s.


  He buried the heads of the adventurers, and went off to collect the Life Stones that were in this area. There were twenty-five of them.


  Half a day later, he was back in the Guild Hall. He made sure to queue up at the same counter the woman who assigned the quest to him was working at. She knew about the deal the guild master and John had made.


  “Hello,” John smiled, handed over his ID and his bag with the Altar inside.


  “It’s you! You completed it?” She was shocked, especially because only two days had passed.


  John leaned on the counter to whisper the details to the woman, mentioning that he’d buried the heads of the S Rank adventurers she’d mentioned. He told her about the Ogre King as well.


  “I’ll go report this to the guild master immediately,” the woman’s voice shook. “But personally, thank you for burying those adventurers.” With that, she went upstairs.


  When she returned, she told John that the guild master wanted to see him. John thanked her and went upstairs and into his office.


  “You were right about being able to do the quest,” Mr. White looked up from his desk work. “I can admit I was wrong on this matter, but it’s nice to be wrong with matters like these.”


  The guild master had a big smile on his face, like all worries had lifted away. He indeed was happy, that stronghold could have become a real threat to this town if left for only a few more months at most.


  “Glad to help,” John returned the smile and sat down. “What about that King Ogre I reported? What’s the deal with them?”


  “Ogres, Goblins, and many other creatures are powerful beasts, but they have no chance of forming a core. The only thing they do is hunt humans. As you know, we use monster cores for technology, so the four Kingdoms made a pact to never over-hunt monsters. If they went extinct, then the technology would be lost. But beasts are different. We want to wipe out the lot, but we’ve never managed to do it. Variants like that ogre are the beasts, evolving into stronger beings to fight back.”


  “So, what happens now? Get every adventurer to wipe out all beasts in every area before they evolve? Don’t think that’s possible.” John shook his head at this thought.


  “A team of scientists has come up with a new method of luring beasts to them, leaving any monsters which have a monster core formed unaffected. It needs to be field tested, though, and to do that they need adventurers as guards to kill all the beasts that get lured. The minimum Rank for this mission is, of course, Rank S.”


  John felt the air become heavy with anticipation. He knew where this was going.


  “Since you’ve proven your strength,” Mr. White said slowly, “and I’ve just promoted you to S rank, I’m going to recommend you to this quest. If it goes according to plan, then we could very well end all beasts in this world.”


  This excited John. Lure the beasts to him?! It would be the Ogre Stronghold all over again, but on his own terms! In the back of his mind, he hoped it didn’t attract too many; he didn’t want to run out of stamina again.


  “Very well, I like the idea of going down in history as part of the first team to ever use this technology!” John smiled and put his hand out for a handshake.


  The Guild Master stood up as well and shook John’s Hand.


  “Great, the field test will be in three months’ time, Area 141 outside Tech Town. Take the next carriage tonight, and you’ll arrive there in roughly two months.”


  


  Chapter 44


  Another King?


  John left in the carriage headed for Tech Town that night. Two months later, he arrived on-schedule. During the travel he encountered several S Rank monsters, racking up his earnings in the Time Pool. He managed to complete the Maximum Idlers skill after a few days into the trip, so he now had 100 Idlers.


  He focused on levelling his Maximum Workers skill, which allowed him to add more Idlers into each skill at a time. Once this had been accomplished, he turned Continue on and put all of his Idlers into Flesh Strength. During the two months’ travel, John managed to get Flesh Strength to Level 81.


  However, John was now faced with a new problem. He had turned 18.


  There were less than three years left, now.


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.9


  Name: John


  Age: 18


  Idlers: 0/100


  Time Pool: 0


  Skill Points: 0


  HP: 371


  Attack: SS (5,500 Points)


  Defence: S (3,000 points)


  Stamina: SS (2 Hours)


  Defence List:


  Flesh Strength - Idlers 100/100, Regeneration - 81/100, Time - 14d 5h 24m 54s


  Misc List:


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 0/100, +1 Max Idlers - 99/2159


  Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/100, +1 Idler Workers - 1/2061


  John’s new plan was to first get Flesh Strength to Level 100, and then to get every Defence skill to level 50, which would almost double the points he had now. Then he could finally reach Rank SS! He also needed to find an SSS Rank human or monster to see the difference between the final rank of the system and the world. When his defence got above a certain point, he wouldn’t need to fear anything in the mortal world ever again.


  He went to the Guild Hall when the carriage stopped inside the town. Once inside, he went to the counter and asked to see the guild master. After some time, he was guided to the office on the second floor.


  Are all Guild Halls built by the same person? It’s all the same layout. I suppose, ‘If it works, don’t fix it.’


  John told him about the scientific quest that Mr. White had offered him, and soon enough the guild master had the recommendation letter in his hands. He checked John’s ID card and then, when everything seemed to check out, he gave John the quest details.


  He was going to have to meet everyone at Area 141, 36 days from now. Currently, the scientists were still tweaking the settings and modifications of the machine, and everyone else who was going to be on guard-duty was either in the inn resting or still travelling to town. The Guild Master would be the one to bring the machine to the area, and he was the one to be in charge of the project. There were to be twenty-five people in total, including John.


  John nodded and headed back downstairs, pledging his understanding to the Guild Master.


  For now, he looked at S Rank quests that had SS Ranked monsters or beasts. He had just over a month to raise his defence to Rank SS.


  To get rank SS, he needed to kill at Least five SS Rank monsters and show proof.


  To get rank SSS, he needs to kill at least one SSS monster and show proof.


  John couldn’t decide on a good quest. He needed more information. He went to the quest counter and asked for a hunt that he could accept as Rank S. One with rank SS monsters, he added. He wanted as many as he could fight in as small of space possible.


  This request stunned the man behind the counter. Typically, people asked for the least amount of monsters in the broadest area as possible. Was this man looking to challenge himself, or to die in the field? Not voicing his concerns, he told John of the most dangerous quest in the area. John needed to get permission from the guild master, however, because his rank was still too low.


  Quest: Kill the Ant Queen


  Rank: SS (Possible SSS)


  Monsters: SS Rank Ant Queen, SS Rank Ant Soldiers, SS Rank Flying Ants and S Ranked Ant Worker.


  Reward: £100 Million.


  Area: 89


  John took the flyer and went back to the guild master, who was stunned for a good while when John showed him the quest. Oddly enough, the man behind the counter sighed in relief when John took the quest flyer upstairs.


  “You do realise this could be Rank SSS if the Ant Queen has given birth to a King Ant, right? In fact, this is possibly the hardest quest in these parts. Any more difficult would be through the Capital towards the immortal area.”


  “Yes, I understand. If there is a King Ant, then I have confidence in getting away.”


  “This quest is in Area 89, which is two days’ travel from here. You’ve only got 30 days to spare if you take out the travelling time and time for preparations. As long as you remember that this test is THE most important thing to happen in the last 50 years, and that you can NOT be late, regardless of the cost, then you have my permission.”


  John smiled and nodded. “No matter the cost.”


  “Very well, good luck.” With that, he wrote a short letter saying he’d given the go-ahead and signed it, giving it to John. Without another word, the master carried on working.


  John walked downstairs then went to the same counter, handed over the letter, the quest slip, and finally his ID card. The man looked impressed.


  “Guild master agreed, he must think you’re strong.”


  John shook his head. “No, he doesn’t know how strong I am, but he knows that they won’t be able to catch me if I flee.” Even though he lied about having confidence in getting away, he was able to tell how dangerous it would be without fighting, and make a quick escape.


  A couple of words exchanged and soon enough John walked outside of the Guild Hall, and headed outside the town. He had two days of travel ahead of him.


  Two days passed.


  Scanning Complete:


  Ant Queen: 1.


  Ant Soldier: 14,294


  Ant Flying: 98,853


  Ant Worker: 395,502


  Neutral Targets: 0


  Buried Treasure: 0


  Life Stones: 8


  Looks like the Ant King hasn’t been born yet, is the Ant Queen expecting, or is it too soon? And how am I going to kill the flying ants if they’re airborne?


  He walked to the nearest target and used analyser eye.


  Ant Soldier A


  Attack: 2,500


  Defence: 3,500


  The ant was a giant version of the black ants he knew from Earth. They are about seven feet long and three feet high. John remembered that ants could carry a lot more than their whole weight.


  The Soldiers are the strongest besides the Queen, and the Queen for all I know could be giving birth to the King as I speak. If I remember right, ants are hive-minded, so if I rush to the Queen and she signals for help, I might have to fight the entire ant colony at once.


  With that thought in mind, John checked the map. He turned off all icons beside the Ant Queen. His target was underground. He had to run there as soon as possible.


  John stood up and looked around, found an entrance to the ant colony and ran inside. As soon as he did, the Soldiers, Workers and the Flying ants spotted him and started signalling the other ants that an enemy was present. John ignored them all and kept going further in.


  He found the Queen Ant in Life vision, confirming that he needed to find a way even deeper down into the colony. He decided it was time to stop running around, and started punching the floor directly above where the Queen Ant’s icon was. The stone began to part and soon enough, John had an opening.


  He finally dropped down near the Ant Queen, immediately checking her stats.


  Queen Ant


  Attack: 3,750


  Defence: 4,500


  The Queen Ant was roughly 30 feet tall. John couldn’t see how long she was. She was still sleeping. John didn’t waste any time and charged at her.


  BOOM!


  It hit, and the Queen’s body jolted across the room and into the wall. She instantly died, and John received a Time Pool increase of twelve hours. John stood there, confused.


  This was too easy.


  That’s when John noticed the large larvae behind where the queen was. It was fifteen feet tall and at least forty feet long. Compared to the other larvae, it was a hundred times more substantial.


  The King has already been born. It’s just not awake yet.


  


  Chapter 45


  *Spoiler*


  ???


  



  



  Attack: ???


  Defence: ???


  John used Analyser eye on the larvae while he rushed towards it.


  BOOM!


  His punch went straight through the shell of the larvae, which started disintegrating. The inside was mostly hollow with a bit of liquid. It ultimately fell apart after a few seconds.


  I came at the perfect time. The Queen had just given birth to the larvae of the king. It sapped her energy. She was recuperating when I killed her. As a plus, I destroyed the larvae before the king could develop inside.


  The other ants were still on their way here, which meant he had time to kill. John started destroying the rest of the larvae that the queen had produced. By the time the first Soldier Ant appeared, John managed to destroy them all. The ant charged at him, followed by another, and another.


  He was killing them all with one punch each. Because of the height of the room, the flying ants couldn’t go too high, and John was able to jump and punch or kick them down.


  As the battle went on, John eventually found himself was at zero stamina again. He was forced to stand there and let the ants bite him, but he felt no pain this time because of Senses 10th skill.


  Kill for two hours, rest for an hour. Kill, rest, rinse, repeat. This was the pattern that lasted for ten gruelling days. When it was all over, John collapsed and fell asleep among the dead bodies.


  John wasn’t sure how long he’d slept. When he woke up, he checked the system’s time. From walking here, killing, and his nap, seventeen days had passed. That meant, he had thirteen days before he needed to get back. As it turned out, he had slept for five days straight! Looking through the system options, he turned the Taste skill off and started eating ant legs. He didn’t want to starve.


  While he was eating, he checked the Time Pool. 75c 6y 11mo 12h


  “HOLY SHIT!” John sputtered, sending chunks of ant everywhere. “C… What the hell does the C stand for?! I’ve got 75 C… Centuries? I have over 7,500 years!?”


  Complete shock. It took a few minutes to come out of it, and when he did, he burst into a fit of laughter. What a great reward! Hopefully the lure-machine works, so he could do this over and over again! If it didn’t, this quest might be the only thing for a long time that could get him so much time.


  John had to alter his plans a bit.


  He finished eating and turned Taste back on.


  He first finished off Flesh Strength. It turned to C, and the whole skill disappeared. When that happened, John could feel his skin tightening. He looked at his arms; the muscle underneath was getting more visible and more well-defined.


  When it finished, his body looked like that of a bodybuilder; he lifted his shirt up and could see the six-pack and the V-shaped muscles. Quite pleased, he checked the Stamina stat to see that it had gone up to two and a half hours.


  He put all 100 Idlers into Bone Density’s Toughness skill and used the Time Pool to get that to Level 100, too. All bones throughout his body shook as the changed settled in. When it calmed back down, he checked the Attack stat.


  Attack: SSS (10,000 Points)


  John smiled. From now on he didn’t have to worry about foes until he started facing immortals. He turned Continue off and proceeded. He raised each of the Defence skills to level 50, and he checked the Defence stat.


  Defence: SS (6,500 points)


  He decided to get Mind Strength to Level 50 to unlock the last skill.


  Dynamic Vision - Idlers 0/100, Normal - 0/1, Any - 0/1


  Dynamic Vision:


  Normal: See all details in Normal Vision, up to 100 times the speed of User.


  Any: See the finest details in Any Vision, (Night, Life or anything else) up to 100 times the speed of User.


  Bonus for maxing all skill levels: When using Any Vision, the brain will automatically separate clusters no matter what the user is seeing.


  Does that mean, with this skill maxed, if I went back to the prison and used Life Vision, I could see everything? I would be able to separate each person from one another? That’s worth having, if that’s the case.


  He put all 100 Idlers in there and used Time Pool to complete all three skills. There were no targets in this area anymore, so he couldn’t test it.


  He completed Bone Density’s Marrow skill, which disappeared from the list. Then, he raised everything he could besides Maximum Workers to at least Level 50.


  When he got the Attack List’s Speed to level 50, he started punching out, and he could tell the difference! Even though it only shaved off roughly half a second, it was definitely something!


  He got to Level 100 in Organ Strength’s Regeneration and Lung Capacity followed, completing the skills. When this skill was complete, his felt his lungs, heart, kidneys and any other organs throughout his body heating up. It started becoming painful, and he couldn’t help but cry out in pain.


  The Organ’s outer wall was being replaced with a much harder, metal-like substance. In doing that, it had to remove the softest tissues all around. Twenty minutes of curling into a ball and grinding his teeth, John finally threw himself back and laid down to rest. He was breathing heavy. He would have been sweating, too, if it was still possible.


  While lying down, he completed Mind Strength’s Thinking Speed. When that finished, his mind cleared up. It was like a thin curtain had lifted. John could see better and think of more than one thing at the same time. The maxed bonus removed the need for sleep, and took over anything the body needed that required it.


  He had used most of the Time Pool by this point. Just enough was left to complete one more skill to Level 100 and a few more levels somewhere else. He decided to finish the Muscle Elasticity’s Cardiac skill. The remaining time went into Shoulder Joints’ Toughness, bringing it up to Level 79. Finally, done with the alterations, he left all 100 Idlers in the skill.


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.9


  Name: John


  Age: 18


  Idlers: 0/100


  Time Pool: 0


  Skill Points: 0


  HP: 739


  Attack: SSS (10,000 Points)


  Defence: SS (7,250 points)


  Stamina: SSS (3 Hours)


  Attack List:


  Palm Toughness - Idlers 0/100, Speed - 50/100, Ignore Defence - 50/100


  Knuckle Damage - Idlers 0/100, Speed - 50/100, Ignore Defence - 50/100


  Elbow Damage - Idlers 0/100, Speed - 50/100, Ignore Defence - 50/100


  Knee Damage - Idlers 0/100, Speed - 50/100, Ignore Defence - 50/100


  Feet Damage - Idlers 0/100, Speed - 50/100, Ignore Defence - 50/100


  Defence List:


  Muscle Elasticity - Idlers 0/100, Skeletal - 50/100, Smooth - 50/100


  Elbow Joints - Idlers 0/100, Friction - 50/100, Toughness - 50/100


  Knee Joints - Idlers 0/100, Friction - 50/100, Toughness - 50/100


  Shoulder Joints - Idlers 100/100, Friction - 50/100, Toughness - 79/100, Time - 2mo 15d 22h 34m 16s


  Ankle Joints - Idlers 0/100, Friction - 50/100, Toughness - 50/100


  Misc List:


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 0/100, +1 Max Idlers - 99/2159


  Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/100, +1 Idler Workers - 1/2061


  Completed List:


  Flesh Strength - Regeneration, Immunity and Placement.


  Organ Strength - Regeneration, Lung Capacity and Stomach Acid.


  Blood Capacity - Cell Speed, Transportation and White Cells.


  Bone Density - Toughness, Marrow and Cell Production.


  Muscle Elasticity - Cardiac.


  Mind’s Strength - Thinking Speed, Memory and Senses.


  Dynamic Vision - Normal and Any.


  John noticed the ‘SSS (3 Hours)’ in stamina. That surprised him. Attack and Stamina had both reached their level cap; he had only defence points to raise, now.


  John stood up and stretched, then walked towards the Ant Queen’s body. He needed something for proof of mission completion, but didn’t know what. There was no mention of it in the quest, and the ants were beasts so there was no chance of one forming a monster core, either.


  He decided to take the whole carcass. He stretched the opening of the bag over the ant’s enormous head, and soon the entire body disappeared. They can’t deny the quest’s completion with this.


  He was soon outside again, the bright light made him squint. He put his hand up to cover the sunlight. Once his eyes finished adjusting, he went off to collect the eight Life Stones in this area. After a few hours, he took his compass out and headed to the specified location of the scientific quest.


  After this significant boost in strength, he finally had some breathing room.


  Title - Centuries Of Time


  


  Chapter 46


  Setting up


  John took his time walking to Area 141, killing whatever was near. A little over two weeks later, he arrived at the meeting point. Still quite early, he climbed a tree to take a nap. Even though he didn’t need to sleep any more, it was still the best option to kill some time.


  A few hours later, someone else arrived. John checked him out with Analyser eye.


  ???


  Attack: 4,900


  Defence: 5,700


  Oh, an SS Rank Defence. This guy must be one of the guards, maybe even a leader of the guards.


  John jumped down the tree, startling the man into a fighting pose.


  “Hi, you here for the field run?” John smiled and waved.


  “Who’re you?” The man was still in a fighting position.


  “I could ask the same thing. You’re either part of the guards assigned here, or you’re here to sabotage the test. Let’s wait here for someone from the staff members to confirm both of our identities. Any sudden movements and I’ll put you down.”


  “Haha, you put me down? I’ll like to see you try!”


  BANG!


  The man was now face-down into the ground. John had only lightly tapped him. He wasn’t used to his new strength, yet. John was now standing in front of the man’s head.


  “Stay there. If you try to get up, and I’ll put you down for good.”


  The man didn’t object this time.


  Twenty minutes later, the Guild Master from Tech Town arrived with ten other people; John checked them all out, the weakest was S Rank by the system’s standards.


  When the Guild Master saw a man on the ground, he asked, “Why is George on the ground?”


  “Oh, so you know him?” John turned around, facing the guild master.


  “Yeah, he’s the team leader for D group, SS Rank adventurer George O’Neil.”


  “Ah, okay… we argued, we didn’t know each other and… well,” John’s voice trailed off into a mumble, trying to downplay the scene.


  “Did you complete the quest you wanted to do before coming here?” The change of subject was nice.


  “Ah, yes I did!” John grinned in recollection. “The King was born, but wasn’t fully developed yet. I got lucky.”


  “Great! Now we just have to exterminate the rest of the Ants!” The Guild Master beamed down at John with excitement. “As long as another Queen doesn’t get born, the race will be extinct soon enough. Did you kill enough ants to be promoted to Rank SS? We can take care of that when we get back.”


  John lightly coughed. “Er, how to put this… I suppose the best way is to tell you the whole truth. Don’t die of shock when I tell you though…”


  Rubbing the back of his head, John continued, “I already killed all 508,650 of the ants. That includes the queen, king, soldiers, flying and workers.”


  Everyone who heard this was shocked. They didn’t move, or talk, and John worried they’d stopped breathing, too.


  “WHAT!? HOW!?” The guild master was the first to break the silence.


  “I know it’s a bit of a shock, but please calm down, I’ll explain what happened.”


  And so, John recanted his massacre. Of course, he withheld some of the more intense parts and the parts involving the system. The group transitioned from shocked expressions to listening in awe. Once the tale was over, they got back to business.


  “Okay, we all came here early to decide on who guards where and with whom, so let’s just ignore the fact that George got his ass handed to him on a silver plate. We’ve got work to do!” One of the adventurers behind the guild master said this and started laughing.


  The Guild Master spoke to the side with John. “He’s getting impatient, but that’s how he is. His name is Greg. He and George have been rivals for years,” straightening up and addressing the group, the Master continued, “But he’s right, too. Let’s sort out the business first.”


  The guild master grabbed a parchment from his bag, unrolled it on the floor, and put some stones on the corners to keep it there. He started pointing at places on the map while he was explaining things.


  “The machine will be here, which is where we’re standing. There are four groups, A, B, C, D. They will be on four different sides to kill any beasts that get lured in. There’s also an independent group who will not act until one of the regular groups gets overwhelmed. This fifth, independent group will rush to help when needed.” He took a breath here and looked around; everyone was still paying attention.


  “The scientists won’t be coming. They said it would be too dangerous. I’ve been instructed on how to use the machine and how to record the results. We’ll do an hour test run first. If all goes well, we’ll have a small break and then do a two-hour test run. Eventually, we want to lure all beasts in this area for this experiment to be deemed a success. Even if we miss just one or two beasts, they might be able to reproduce. To confirm whether it is a success or not, we have a scanning machine inside one of the bags. Any questions?”


  Nobody had any questions.


  “There’s going to be twenty-five of us total. Some haven’t yet arrived, but they have already been informed. There will be five people to each team and the teams are already assigned. You’ll have to sort out your positions in the team yourselves.”


  He explained a few things to watch out for and what to do in certain situations.


  This location was ideal for this test because it was an open field. Underneath it was mainly a hard rock surface, which stopped any creature below SSS Rank from travelling underground. The only beasts that lived in this area were the Silver-backed Apes, which only run above ground.


  When fully grown the Silver-backed Ape monsters stood at seven feet tall and weighed roughly 800 pounds of pure muscle. They were smart, quick, fierce, and fought as humans did. The only difference was the tools they used, as the apes here used clubs but were known to snag equipment from fallen adventurers. Some could even wear armour and wield swords; they could even use monster cores for basic attacks and uses. They were classed as S Rank, but depending on what they wore, and if they were in a group with a good leader, they could reach SS Rank.


  Groups were assigned and John wound up in Group A, which faced the southern side. It was the side that they expected the most enemies to be drawn to, to John’s delight. When the rest of the adventurers turned up a few hours later, everyone found their positions. Within his group, John volunteered to be in the outermost front.


  At noon, the guild master took out the machine and placed it down gently. It was a hefty cube with a few levers and buttons on top, standing about four feet tall and wide.


  “Everybody ready? I’m turning the machine on. Good luck, people!”


  


  Chapter 47


  Trouble


  When the machine was turned on, John felt the air itself start to vibrate. The device started making sharp whirring noises too. It took a few seconds to get used to it. Because of the noise and vibrations, it was hard for them to communicate with one another. This would hinder teamwork.


  After a spell of waiting, the first Ape came into sight. It headed toward the group from the west, so John and his group remained at the ready.


  The Guild Master made eye-contact with John, giving him an encouraging thumbs-up.


  It works.


  Twenty minutes later, the real battle began. It was starting to get crowded with Apes. With no reservations, John was killing as fast as possible, lashing out in a fury he’d never matched before. The sheer amount of apes was too much for him, and he wasn’t able to hold off the front line on his own. Ape after ape slipped past him, where his teammates struggled to keep them at bay.


  It got to the point where the guild master decided to turn the machine off, for the safety of his men. Donning his weapon of choice, he joined in the killing.


  “So, the first experiment works! I think it took so long because of the size of the area. It takes a while for the apes to get here, and we don’t know if the machine reaches the whole area yet.”


  While they were resting, the Guild Master summarized the results of the experiment. Everyone agreed with his statement and knew they had to keep testing.


  “If it reaches the whole area, then the beasts furthest back will take a while to get here, but the ones travelling here when the machine stopped would be close by and in bigger groups. So if this works as we hope, in the next couple of hours we’ll see many more Apes.”


  John checked his stamina. It was full after some rest.


  “Okay, the second test is going to commence in one minute. Everyone, get ready!” The guild master took the machine back out and placed it down on the floor.


  The second wave of apes was three times the size of the first wave. After just an hour, the Guild Master had to turn it off so as not to lure any more of the beasts. It took nearly an hour to clean out the remaining monsters. Around John’s area, there were hundreds of dead Apes with heads missing, crushed necks, or broken bodies.


  His stamina read as 30/100.He could fight for another hour before he’d have to rest.


  John was actually in the best shape of his teammates. Most of the other adventurers couldn’t even stand because it was too exhausting.


  System, scan the area.


  Scanning Complete.


  Silver-Backed Ape: 6,468.


  Neutral Targets: 0


  Buried Treasure: 6


  Life Stones: 38


  I forgot to scan the area before we started, so I don’t know how many there were at the beginning, but by the estimation of the bodies, we are roughly halfway there… I hope.


  John opened the map to check, all Silver-Backed Apes were within a twenty-mile radius of the group. Anywhere beyond that was deserted. It looked like the machine worked and reached the entire area. How could John tell others the good news, though? He was going to have to feign ignorance.


  “We’ll rest for an at least a few hours before carrying on,” the Guild Master put away the machine as he addressed his men. “We might have to carry on tomorrow, depending on everyone here. We need to get everyone back to peak condition.”


  “If this machine works in the whole area, any Apes that are still alive will be close by. The rest of the area past those Apes would be deserted. If we leave it too long, the ones that have been drawn here might disperse from the groups. We might miss them tomorrow,” John took a breath. This was the hard part, “I recommend a few hours and do one last run.” It was John’s best chance to try to nudge them in the right direction.


  “You make a point, but we have to prioritise our troops. If everyone here can’t even stand up, let alone fight, even luring just a hundred apes could put us all at risk,” the Guild Master looked John in the eye. “We have to see everyone’s condition first. If they can fight in a few hours, so be it.”


  The group went on to take their break.


  The independent team was mostly holding up. They killed a few apes when things got tricky, but were not spent at all. Thus, while everyone laid down to rest, this team began clearing up the battleground, removing bodies, weapons, and armour.


  Four hours passed, and it was starting to get dark. Everyone was now fully recovered, so the Guild Master decided to run the third test for just thirty minutes.


  This time, John kept the map open while he was fighting. He noted that all the Apes in the area were convened here, even the furthest one had made it. That’s when John noticed a single red icon show up at the very edge of the area on the map. The red mark was moving fast. It was on its way here, though it would still take a while if it continued even at its quickened pace.


  An hour later, there were only a few hundred Apes left. It was dark, so the Guild Master and the independent team threw out some lights, powered by monster cores. The lights spread across the area, allowing the adventurers to see. However, their line of vision was limited to the areas that the lights shone on, beyond that was a stark and unending blackness. The battle raged on, eventually quieting down to a low scuffle.


  The last Ape died at the hands of someone in C Group, guarding the northern side. The adventurers all cheered, dropping to the ground to rest. The Guild Master packed the machine away and told the independent team to start distributing food, water, and any medical treatment needed.


  “This was half a blunder, to be honest. Those 30 minutes were only supposed to lure the surrounding few Apes, and then we’d finish the rest off tomorrow. Apparently, it lured the whole fucking lot. Who knows if there are any Apes left, but by my rough estimation puts it at about ten-thousand dead bodies here. If there are any left, it won’t be many.” The Guild Master paused here to look around at every adventurer that took part in this operation.


  “We’ll finish off any Apes left tomorrow. Tonight, have a good rest. No alcohol but I’ve brought a feast for everyone to share. Plenty of water, too.”


  Everyone cheered. Some men complained about the lack of alcohol afterwards, though.


  John still had the map open. All apes in the whole area were here as corpses now. But there was still a single red dot that was moving its way here. John put it at about two hours away, judging by its speed. He knew it wasn’t an Ape. Was it lured by the amount of blood? The machine? Or maybe it was just passing by and curious? Either way, John couldn’t warn anyone until it was much closer.


  He looked around and saw each adventurer with smiles on their faces, claiming that this would go down in the history books. It was a momentous step forward toward killing all the beasts in the world. John ate and drank with them, recovering as much stamina as possible. He wanted to be at full-stamina when the thing got here.


  An hour and forty minutes later, John stood up and looked in the direction where the red dot was. The guild master saw him staring, a troubled look on his face. He approached the Sider.


  “What’s wrong?” Everyone stopped what they were doing and look over at the Guild Master, then following his line of vision and landing on John.


  “I think an enemy is coming,” John said quietly.


  The guild master knew about John being a Sider and did not doubt whether it was true or not.


  “Enemy Attack! Everyone, get into position! It’s coming from the south, throw all the lights we have left in that direction!” The guild master shouted just a split-second after John’s ominous warning. There were a few moments of silence, followed by the hustle-bustle of the troops as they prepared.


  ROAR!!


  It was a roar that caused the ground beneath their feet to rumble, one that you didn’t just hear, but felt in the very pit of your stomach, as well. It was a roar that forced itself into your ears, your eye sockets, your mouth—it was a roar that reached into your chest and clenched onto your heart with a stony grasp.


  It was the loudest sound that John had ever heard in his life.


  The monster came into view, and as soon as it did, a cold sweat broke out among the ever-paling troops.


  John was at the front, his back facing his comrades. From behind him, all he could hear were endless murmurs of the troops.


  “Oh, shit.”


  “We’re dead.”


  “Why is that here?”


  “Is this the end?”


  


  Chapter 48


  *Spoiler*


  ???


  



  



  Attack: 7,500


  Defence: 7,500


  Shit, Rank SS by systems rating! This just might be an SSS ranked creature, by the Guild’s standards.


  “What is that thing!?”


  John shouted without turning his back on this creature. It stood at twenty-five feet tall. John couldn’t see how long it was. All he could see was that it had legs and scales. It flicked its tongue out like a snake, but it was much thicker in proportion to its body. Big, yellow, murderous eyes stared straight at John.


  “It’s a Komodo Dragon, rank SSS beast. In fact, it’s at the very top of the food chain in this world. The only thing stronger than it is the immortals.”


  When John heard this, it clicked. The Idle System went to 10,000 points, but in this world they peaked at 7,500. So, he needed 250 more points to be unkillable in this mortal world, then.


  Before the dragon moved, John quickly opened the system and used all the time he had generated from killing the Apes to level his Shoulder Joints’ skill Toughness. He managed to raise it to Level 100, completing it in a rush. He quickly checked the Defence stats.


  Defence: SS (8,000 points)


  John sighed in relief. Now, if what they said was right, and 7,500 was the max in the mortal world, he could now make things like the Komodo Dragon extinct. He wondered greedily how much time he would earn in the Time Pool. Without turning back, he shouted.


  “I’ve dealt with one of these things before, I just never knew its name.”


  It was a lie, but he had to keep the morale of the troops up.


  “So that’s called a Komodo Dragon, huh? You guys, run and get out of its sight, let me deal with this.” John put all 100 Idlers into Elbow Joints’ Toughness and closed the system. Without looking back to see if the adventurers believed him or not, John dashed forward.


  The Komodo Dragon took a deep breath and then breathed fire at John. John hadn’t been expecting that, but he was immune anyway. He kept going, storming directly into the cloud of flame. When he came out on the other side, his Mythical-grade shirt was pretty much gone; only a few rags of the cloth clung to his body.


  He quickly put what remained of the shirt inside his storage space, hoping it would somehow mend itself. John’s gloves were still in perfect condition, whatever they made out of is heat-resistant. He made a mental note to buy new clothes like these but with ultra heat resistance.


  John landed in front of the dragons left leg and side kicked towards its knee.


  BANG!


  “ROOOOAAAAAAR!!!!”


  The dragon’s knee shattered, and the creature roared out in pain. Its leg in the air, it hopped back a little, but John ran towards the other leg and kicked that too. With both knees smashed, the dragon’s head came crashing onto the floor. John jumped above the head and did an axe kick in between its eyes.


  Before it landed, the dragon looked at John in the eye. Its eyes glowed.


  ‘Ding!’


  Removed Petrify.


  BANG!


  Blood and bone went everywhere. The entirety of its head was about 15 feet wide. Now, having fallen victim to John’s axe kick, the whole thing caved in on itself.


  John checked the Time Pool. One day’s worth of time was added, just like when he killed a sinner.


  John was shaking and pale, the rush of adrenaline fading. If he didn’t have the system, he would be a statue right now. The dragon would be hurt, but still alive. John would have lost the fight.


  Trying to distract his anxious mind from racing, he looked up and shouted, “THE DRAGON IS DEAD!”


  Soon enough, John was surrounded by his teammates. They cheered him on and lifted him onto their shoulders, some of them bursting into tears. A team of fifteen was assigned to skinning and dismantling the humongous beast. There was to be a feast tonight.


  The head of the beast, however, was reserved for John.


  “You’ll need it,” the Guild Master said with a proud glimmer in his eye, “as proof that you have ascended to Rank SSS.”


  The cheers and merrymaking fell silent. All eyes were on John. Throughout the whole world, there were only nine people who were currently Rank SSS. John would be the tenth person in the world, the youngest one ever.


  The East Kingdom had three Rank SSS.


  The South Kingdom had two.


  The West Kingdom also had two.


  And the North Kingdom now had three, including John.


  Looking around at the stunned people, John couldn’t understand their speechlessness. The guild master explained to John that the Komodo Dragon was very rare. It only emerged a few times every year. When a Rank SSS wanted to challenge himself, he typically went to find one of these creatures. Out of the ten people whose ability was strong enough to fight them, John was only the 3rd person actually to kill one.


  “So…” John frowned. “You mean… when I said I’ve dealt with one of these before, you all knew I was lying? And you ran anyway? Good teammates, you are.” John burst out laughing thinking of this. The crowd chuckled with him, most of them trying to shake free of their embarrassment.


  “I knew I could beat it. Let’s just say it was a… gut feeling,” John grinned toothily. “I also knew that if anyone tried to help me, they would have got in my way.”


  A mumble crawled through the crowd, but John paid it no heed. Let them speculate. Because of him, they were alive to see another day.


  “I’ll keep the head as my proof, and I’ll keep the skin because I need some new clothes,” John addressed the crowd, a cocky smile curling onto his lips. “The rest is between everyone else. Meat, bones, blood—whatever you need just take it.”


  “There are no more enemies in this whole area!” The Guild Master stepped in with a mood-swinging vivaciousness. “The experiment was a success! We will lure all beasts in the world to their deaths! Let’s eat, drink and be merry!”


  John stored the head of the dragon inside his bag and started eating the cooked dragon meat, which was delicious. Only two people in the world other than John could kill this dragon, which means this party was fortunate to taste this meat. John went and asked the Guild Master what would happen to the machine. The answer was that it would be tweaked for better performance.


  John asked if he could borrow the machine and do his own experiment. The guild master gave a wry smile and said he’d have to ask the creator. He doesn’t have a say in it. John’s last remark of “I can get rid of all beasts in an area with the machine if given enough time” really hit the Guild Master hard.


  A few hours later, all the dragon meat was gone, and everyone was sleeping. John was lying down but didn’t sleep. He was checking his stats while thinking.


  He already used over 7,500 years’ worth of time to get past the halfway point. It was going to take a lot more time to complete. What would happen if he couldn’t borrow the machine? He’d have to find some other way.


  Then, there were the Maximum Idlers and Maximum Workers skills. Even after all this time, Maximum Idlers wasn’t even Level 100 out of over 2,100 levels. If he completed all skills and went toward the immortal area, the only thing left to level up would be these two skills.


  After that, would it be over?


  John could feel a sense of emptiness beginning to spread within him. It was an uncomfortable uneasiness, and he didn’t know how to react to it. Thinking it best to let his mind rest, he wrapped his arms around his body and closed his eyes.


  In the morning, everyone packed up and returned to Tech Town together. A few days on the road, they arrived in the town where John was officially dubbed the tenth and youngest Rank SSS in the world.


  The scientist actually accepted John’s offer of doing more field tests in different areas by himself. Being a Rank SSS really helped. The scientist wrote down an instruction manual for him to keep, as well as some ground rules. John needs to send the machine and report back through a teleportation rune before he travelled to the immortality area.


  This news made John smile a lot more than the rank promotion did. He asked the Guild Master for all the information on beasts from here to the capital.


  John had to make sure he got as many as possible before he turned twenty-one.


  Title: Top of The Mortal World


  


  Chapter 49


  2 Years on


  The news of the tenth and youngest Rank SSS adventurer shocked the world. Especially those who knew that John was a Sider.


  Less than four years, and he was already at the pinnacle of the mortal world. If he indeed became a Demon, it would be impossible to stop him, unless the immortals stepped in. All Kingdoms would be killed off. The royalty and officials of all kingdoms had nightmares for months after this news got out.


  John went to every area that he had the information about, enjoying his hunting spree while testing out the lure device. The weakest of those he fought was S rank. He roamed all across the country, destroying whole ecosystems.


  Area 241 S ranked Demons, extinct.


  Area 242 S ranked Ogres, extinct.


  Area 191 S ranked Minotaur’s, extinct.


  Area 185 S ranked Large Toothed Tigers, extinct.


  Area 176 SS ranked Termites, extinct.


  Area 143 SS ranked Ghouls, extinct.


  Area 103 SS ranked Vampires, extinct.


  John even went past the capital to kill the SSS ranked beasts.


  Area 53 SSS ranked Poisonous Vultures, extinct.


  Area 34 SSS ranked Silent Panthers, extinct.


  Area 14 SSS ranked Rhino Bull, extinct.


  Area 1 SSS ranked Komodo Dragons, extinct.


  The list went on and on…


  John had wiped out all beasts in the North Kingdom that the humans hadn’t been able to before this. All in just two years. The machine worked flawlessly in luring any beast out, and John had made sure of that with his map. Over the two years, he had collected hundreds of Life Stones, too.


  With the system, when he levelled up Muscle Elasticity’s Skeletal to 100, his Stamina fighting time went from 3 Hours to 5 Hours total. Using each muscle would give more strength and speed, but uses less stamina. Then he raised Muscle Elasticity’s skill Smooth to Level 100. Finishing the whole skill, he could move faster, his muscles worked a lot faster, or relaxed a lot more quickly—all thanks to the max bonus skill.


  For the four Joint Skills in Defence List, when he completed the Friction skills for each one, he could feel his joints become smooth. It felt like they had the slippery surface of ice inside them and no matter how fast or hard he opened one of the joints, there was no cracking, popping or any sound coming from them.


  When the Attacking Skill’s Speed completed, he could throw a punch, use Crush Grip, or any other type of attack roughly three times faster than a year ago.


  When he completed all the skills besides Maximum Idlers and Maximum Workers, his HP raised from 990 to 1,000.


  It was like the system didn’t like any number that didn’t get rounded up or down. John opened the system to check his stats.


  Welcome to the Idle System 1.9


  Name: John


  Age: 20


  Idlers: 0/135


  Time Pool: 0


  Skill Points: 0


  HP: 1,000


  Attack: SSS (10,000 Points)


  Defence: SSS (10,000 points)


  Stamina: SSS (5 Hours)


  Misc List:


  Maximum Idlers - Idlers 135/135, +1 Max Idlers - 134/2159, Time - 38y 5mo 14d 17h 43m 13s


  Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/135, +1 Idler Workers - 36/2061


  Completed List:


  Palm Toughness - Power Level, Speed and Ignore Defence.


  Knuckle Damage - Power Level, Speed and Ignore Defence.


  Elbow Damage - Power Level, Speed and Ignore Defence.


  Knee Damage - Power Level, Speed and Ignore Defence.


  Feet Damage - Power Level, Speed and Ignore Defence.


  Muscle Elasticity - Cardiac, Skeletal and Smooth.


  Elbow Joints - Friction and Toughness.


  Knee Joints - Friction and Toughness.


  Shoulder Joints - Friction and Toughness.


  Ankle Joints - Friction and Toughness.


  Whenever he would get a Max Idler level, he’d put the free idler it into Max Worker until that levelled up, so he could put all idlers into Max Idler again.


  A month prior, his custom-made new clothes were made using all the SSS Rank materials he had hunted. They were Mythical grade with the same runes’ as he had before, but with Mythical grade runes instead of Rare or Epic. The material they were made from was fire and acid proof. They were in the style of John’s preferred plain clothing, but upon close inspection you could see a faint outline of silver scales in the material.


  When he changed them to white, the scale outline turned light grey.


  John was in the capital’s library, as he had been for the past few months. He paid to have access to everything, and immediately started reading everything.


  He had given the machine back to the scientists with all his field test data. He’d received a message from the scientists since then, saying that the machine was now ready to use worldwide thanks to these studies.


  At some point, John realised he didn’t know the date of his birthday, so he needed to be in the immortal area before he turned twenty-one or else he might cut it too close. John knew he had at least a six months left, so he finished reading all he could in the library first.


  On the first night he’d arrived at the Capital, John sneaked into the Royal Palace and assassinated the third prince. He then made sure he was seen entering the city two days later to avoid suspicion.


  It was finally time to head toward the immortals’ area. He wanted to see if he had what it took to take the first step on the road to immortality. As he was mentally preparing for his journey, the local Guild Hall summoned him for an emergency meeting.


  “Welcome, SSS Rank John. My name is Randolph, and I am the 304th King of the North. Now then, before we get down to business let me introduce you to everyone.”


  John noticed the king was pale and had red eyes. He must have taken the death of his son really hard… I’m sorry to cause you pain but your son was a piece of shit.


  “The person here on my left is SSS Rank, Rachel. She is currently the top adventurer in the Kingdom of the North. Next to her is SSS Rank, David.


  “On my right is the Guild Master Monica of the Capital’s Guild Hall, and next to her is the Kingdom’s highest ranked Army personnel, Field-Marshal Jones.”


  John smiled and nodded at each person as the King introduced them. He was shocked at the line-up, the people in this room were the rulers and the fighting force of the entire Northern Kingdom.


  “Hello, sorry, but I’m a little confused as to why your majesty has asked me to come here?”


  “The West Kingdom has declared war, and roughly 800,000 people are marching to our kingdom. I’m issuing a quest for SSS Ranks to help. Anyone else below you is being drafted, rather than asked, so that shows I respect you.”


  Respect, or fear?


  “How long will it take to get where they are and come back? And why did they start the war in the first place? I only have a few months before I need to go into the immortal area and I will not miss it, no matter what.”


  “It will take roughly five weeks’ time by foot, or if you take the fastest carriage, about a week. Their army is charging through the immortals’ area from the west to the north, which is the shortest distance. As for their motives… what else, but greed? They want more land.”


  John smiled. “Perfect, then I’ll go. But, I’ll go by myself. Your troops can stay and carry on defending the kingdom. Your majesty will only gain and not lose anything this way.”


  This idea intrigued the king.


  “Very well,” he said after a pause, “And if you manage to stop the West Kingdom’s army by yourself, what reward do you want?”


  John took out a Life Stone and showed it to the king.


  “If you have any of these, I’ll take them all. Nothing more.”


  The King nodded, “Very well, I’ll go prepare them for when you succeed.”


  John smiled, said goodbye to everyone, and then left.


  He hired a carriage to take him to where the King directed. This carriage was a small one being dragged by eight-horse type monsters that could run almost 20 hours a day. It was the fastest type of mobility the kingdom had to offer.


  A week later, John could see the military marching in formation. He was in an open field, with the army about five-hundred feet away from him. He told the carriage driver to wait for him a few miles away.


  John took a deep breath and started shouting.


  “IN MY EYES, YOU ARE INNOCENT. YOU ARE NOTHING MORE THAN PAWNS, FOLLOWING ORDERS. TO HONOUR THAT, I’M GIVING YOU ALL ONE CHANCE TO STOP THIS WAR. TURN AROUND AND GO BACK HOME. IF YOU’RE STILL WALKING FORWARD, I, RANK SSS ADVENTURER JOHN, WILL BE FORCED TO SLAUGHTER YOU ALL!”


  His shouting was heard throughout the whole area, and all 800,000 people stopped moving. All troops glanced around to find their leaders for orders.


  John stood there and faced the army, alone.


  


  Chapter 50


  Legend


  John could see quite a few of the soldiers drop their weapons and turn around. Some leaders tried to catch them, but there were too many.


  System, all the people who are not currently running away, mark as an enemy.


  ‘Ding!’


  John reckoned that roughly 100,000 people ran, leaving 700,000 soldiers on the field. He didn’t need the time for the Time Pool as badly as before, but who knows what could happen? John was full of confidence, right now.


  What’s that old quote again? The world is against me… It wouldn’t be fair otherwise.


  John smiled and charged straight into the middle of the mass of soldiers. He clothes-lined all the people in a straight line and came out behind the army. Spinning, he turned around and went a different direction, doing the same trick. His arms were just that powerful. He was taking the heads off of each person he crossed.


  He did this in different directions, and after about ten minutes, most of the army had scattered. John was picking them off as fast as he could.


  Another ten minutes, and John had killed all 700,000 people. He left one of the leaders of the army alive, specifically to question him.


  The leader of the army was sitting down on the floor. He was shaking, pale, eyes wide and mumbling.


  John stood in front of him.


  “Why did you declare war on the North Kingdom?”


  The man hastily looked up and answered.


  “We didn’t! It was the North that declared war on us because they have a Sider!”


  John blanked out for a second before he came back to reality. The king used him! Forming a fist with both hands, his nails dug in hard enough to draw blood.


  He stormed back to the carriage driver and asked for a ride back to the capital.


  A week later, John informed the King that he had killed the West Kingdom’s entire army. He gave the generals uniform that he took off the leader as proof. In return, he received a few hundred Life Stones, as agreed upon. John smiled and said goodbye.


  Later that night, the king died on his throne with a sword impaled through his head. The body was scattered across the room in bits, while the head sat on the throne.


  The news shocked the kingdom, but nobody was arrested for his murder. A week later his son, King Henry IV, was crowned in a splendid coronation. When it was over, the new king sat down on the throne.


  Next to the throne sat a certain chubby man, one that John had encountered before. He was now the crown prince of North Kingdom.


  When they were alone, they began talking to each other.


  “Father, it was a brilliant move advising grandfather to use the Sider! You knew full well that the Sider would interrogate the general of the West Kingdom. The last bit where you told the general that, when it was all over, the Sider would let him live as long as he confessed—that was nothing short of genius! You knew he’d find out and take revenge.”


  His father started laughing, “I knew his temperament from the reports of the Guild hall and from the assassin work he’s done. It was a brilliant plan, wasn’t it? But silence, you foolish child. It must be kept between the two of us. If anyone finds out, especially the Sider, it would very well be the end of us.”


  “Yes, father.”


  His father nodded at his son’s answer and said, “Life is such a mystery. Who knew the decision to send you to train as an adventurer so you could gain survival skills and see the common people to learn of their problems, would instead give us the opportunity to take our rightful place as king and crowned prince…”


  The king thought to himself, Though the main reason for sending you was to lose weight and toughen you up, which you failed to do.


  “There can be no loose ends, so I will have my loyal guard kill your ex-bodyguard.”


  “Yes, father.”


  The king closed his eyes and thought about all he’d done after finding out John was a Sider.


  Giving Tom Yale the order to get close to the Sider had backfired when he found out Tom had died. Tom died due to the blood oath, a rather painful way to go. He lost the Sider’s location for a while after that.


  When his son met the Sider, his plan almost completely failed. The Sider could have put things together with a few clues had his son announced who he was. He didn’t want to think of the consequences.


  This was the only thing he regretted, allowing the Sider an opportunity to kill his son. That should never have happened. While he used the Sider, he felt grateful his son came back unharmed.


  It was he who’d given two sets of orders to an agent of the assassins. The first order had been to invite John to become an assassin. The second order was to get the Sider to see the third prince in a bad light. The Agent managed to do this because of sheer luck.


  The officers at the prison were ordered to create trouble with John to send him to prison. That plan went sideways at that point; it was originally planned out for him to help John get out of prison. Then, the Sider would have owed him a favour. Still, the end result worked out for the better.


  At the Guild Hall, the man who’d suggested the Ant quest to John was also his subordinate. He was told to give John that quest by any means to make him stronger and faster. It surprised him when the report came in saying John actually wanted to go on the quest.


  He made a deal with the Assassins Guild to stop all contracts for two years, saying it was because of the rumour of the West Kingdom declaring war. This deal cost him most of his wealth, but it was also one of the most important parts of the plan.


  With the shady dealings of the royal members, word soon got out. The late king soon drafted the nobles and public to prepare for war because of this rumour.


  He then made a deal with the scientists to agree to John’s request to borrow the luring machine, helping John to get stronger still.


  Telling his father, the late king, about the clause in the agreement with the first Sider of East Kingdom. Making it seems like the North Kingdom could rule the world in a few years, convincing the king that he needed to get the Sider to act on his behalf.


  King Henry sat there, and started laughing. It cost him most of his personal wealth and years of planning, but he had successfully used the Sider. As long as he wasn’t found out, it was all worth it.


  Many years later, in the history books of North Kingdom, there were two places it mentioned the legendary Sider known as John.


  Date: Day: xx Month: xx Year: 90,14


  Sider John helped field test a machine (Now known as Lure II) to lure beasts which eventually lead to the extermination of beasts across the globe.


  During the field test, Sider John and his party were attacked by a beast called Komodo Dragon, Rank SSS (page 503 of the beasts’ history encyclopedia). Facing the beast, he told all party members to run and then charged forward.


  The fight lasted for hours, and John eventually killed the Dragon, earning his place as the youngest SSS Rank adventurer ever recorded. He later tested Lure II by himself and made all beasts S class or stronger in the Kingdom of the North extinct within two years. This was pieced together by the test results John had given to Dr Mandy, inventor of lure machines.


  Date: Day: xx Month: xx Year: 90,16


  Sider John, now the youngest SSS rank in history, held up the East Kingdoms Sider’s agreement (page 1 of Technology History encyclopedia). When Kingdom of the West had led an army of 813,200 to invade Kingdom of the North, John went to face the army alone.


  Warning them, he shouted that they were innocent in his eyes and were only following orders. He gave them a chance to turn back, and over 100,000 soldiers took that chance. They have recorded statements that they’ll be forever grateful to him.


  He eventually killed 711,503 people in total; this is the first war the kingdoms had ever fought—the shortest, too. (This has been the story the soldiers who turned back have told.)


  John wasn’t sure where he should go inside the immortals’ area, so he started going directly South from the capital. He killed any SSS ranked monsters that attacked him along the way.


  A few weeks later, he found a small village which was at the very bottom of a mountain. The village was tiny. While John was walking towards it, he could see the whole thing. There must have only been roughly eighty houses and nothing else. There weren’t even any fences or walls around it.


  John thought an immortal guardian or something similar would be here to keep any SSS Rank monsters from attacking the village. He hadn’t been attacked by any of the monsters for a while now. He eventually reached the village and stood outside, not daring to be an uninvited guest.


  After a few silent minutes, an old woman came to him. She had grey hair that went down to her shoulders, and she was using a walking stick. Across her slightly hunched back, she wore a Daoist robe. The robes reached down to about eight inches off the floor. Its inner robe was dark blue, while the outer robes were a pristine and shining white.


  “Hello, young man. Can I help you?” She smiled warmly at John.


  John smiled back.


  “Hello, I’m wondering where to go to be tested for the Life Power. I’m not twenty-one yet, but I’m kind of in a situation, because I don’t know when I will turn 21. I was thinking of staying somewhere close by until then.”


  “To be tested, you need to use the Age Test Crystal,” the old woman spoke with a fluid certainty. “It only lights up if you touch it on your twenty-first birthday. Since you don’t know the date, you can work in the village until it lights up. That’s the only way.”


  This arrangement was suitable for John.


  “Thank you, ma’am. I’ll work around the village. In return, I only ask for a place to sleep,” With the agreement out in the open, John’s eyes lit up. “Where should I work? Farming? Hunting? Or something else?”


  “Haha, you’re eager, aren’t you?” Her laugh was oak-like and textured; a welcoming sound. “Have you ever gone hunting? Have you farmed?”


  “I’ve hunted for food for almost six years now, but farming I have never practised.”


  “Very well, let’s get you to help with the farming then. It’s always nice to learn something new, isn’t it?” With that she turned around and walked into the village. John followed behind her.


  They came to a house at the east side of the village, where the woman introduced the farmers to John.


  John was going to be sleeping in their home in exchange for the manual labour. Every day he was allowed to touch the Age Tests Crystal inside the town temple at the heart of the village.


  The woman explained that when the crystal activated, it would insert a small amount of Life Power inside the brain, which will mutate the very centre neuron. This neuron spread the power to the others, making them able to store the Life Power. That was the only natural way to step onto the road of immortality.


  One could attempt to force the process, as well. For this taboo ritual, someone who already had Life Power would proceed to plant some inside another person’s brain forcefully. However, without perfect control to reach the centre neuron, the likelihood of death is around 99%.


  Only those who could make it here using their skills and will to survive— only they were allowed inside the village.


  Everyone here was an immortal to some extent. Whether at the first steps of their journey, or far along the road, they all shared this power. The villagers shunned outsiders, though there were few who could make it there. Without the approval of the leader of the village, the old woman, the villagers could almost be described as hostile.


  The woman in question was known as Amanda. She was the strongest immortal in this village. So long as she was within the gates, monsters didn’t dare come within five miles of the area.


  The immortals on this planet were the ones who created the four kingdoms on this world, the four kings who sat on the thrones were initially just puppets. Immortals could not be bothered with mortals, which also explained the simplicity of their namesakes, too. The immortals set up the kingdoms in this fashion to get resources from mortals all around the world. Every so often, they would take in talent from them, as well.


  John thanked Amanda for the information and for welcoming him among her people.


  He grabbed some farming tools and went with the farmer for his first lesson.


  In the months that followed, John ploughed fields, helped remove tree stumps, planted seeds, watered them, built scarecrows and did anything else that was asked of him. When he wasn’t farming, he was helping other people chop wood, wash clothes and many other miscellaneous jobs.


  Every day, he’d go to the crystal to touch it. Every day, he returned with no change. He did not lose hope; however, he continued each and every day with this ritual. Finally, the day came.


  He touched the crystal, and it lit up.


  ‘Ding!’


  Congratulations for getting your first rank A monster kill with the system in place, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.


  Congratulations for getting your first rank S monster kill with the system in place, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.


  Congratulations for getting your first rank SS monster kill with the system in place, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.


  Congratulations for getting your first rank SSS monster kill with the system in place, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.


  Congratulations for reaching the maximum mortal Attack points allowed, we have given you a onetime reward of 5 skill point to place anywhere you choose.


  Congratulations for reaching the maximum mortal Defence points allowed, we have given you a onetime reward of 5 skill point to place anywhere you choose.


  Congratulations for reaching the maximum mortal Stamina time allowed, we have given you a onetime reward of 5 skill point to place anywhere you choose.


  Congratulations for reaching the maximum mortal Health points allowed, we have given you a onetime reward of 5 skill point to place anywhere you choose.


  Detecting unknown power inside user.


  Determined to be Life Power. Do you wish to collect Life Power?


  John was stunned, but he quickly answered “Yes!”


  Collecting Life Power.


  Users Brain Cells will undergo a forced mutation to store Life Power.


  System is unable to use Life Power at this time…


  System will now update to be able to use Life Power.


  System is now updating to version 2.0…


  Updating…


  


  Afterword


  Hello!


  I’m thankful for your purchase, I hope you enjoyed reading this first issue of The Idle System


  I hope you liked the story as it’s my first novel. I tried to make the system like an idle game, and at the beginning you would need to watch over it often. As the story progressed, John wouldn’t need to check on it as much as could let the system run in the background.


  I also tried to make the character develop tunnel vision towards the immortality goal. He didn’t want to make friends or get to know any mortals unless he failed to become an immortal since they would die of old age long before him. John believed this because of the novels he read in his past life, but his past plays a big part of it. His past life and a lot of questions will be answered in volume 2, so please be patient for the release.


  Like most people today, I play a lot of games. I’ve played around 25-30 different types of idle games alone. When I was reading other novels about cultivation and because I’m lazy by nature, my mind thought of a scenario of me going to a cultivation world with one thought in mind, “If only I could go through life with an idle game.”


  This novel is the complete opposite of what I thought would happen if that came true.


  If you think John had it hard in the beginning of the mortal world, the cultivation world is thousands of times more dangerous.


  As you might have realised, this book is part of a series. If you enjoyed it enough and would like to receive notifications when the next book gets released, please click the link below. It will take you to and email subscription form.


  When the next book is released, I’ll let you know.


  Pegaz
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